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ihe peri s ad, on that occaſion, than modt- I- 
tated, or deſigned. Which will appear very 
probable from the nature of it. For it differs from 
\ the common mode-of Poetry, which is from long 
narrations to draw ſhort morals. Here, on the 
contrary, the narrative is ſhort, and the morality 
ariſing from 1t makes the bulk of the Poem. The 
reaſon of it is, That the fafis mentioned did na- 
zurally pour theſe moral N__ on the thought 
Y- the writer. 
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| I'R? 'D Nature's frohet: Reftorer, os Steep F | 

A "Hts like the World, his ready Viſit pays | 

4 Where Fortune ſmiles; the Wretched he rſokess. 

Swift on his downy. Pinions flies from Woe, 

And lights on Lids unſully'd with a Tear. Y 
From ſhort' (as uſual) and difſturb'd Repoſe, 

I wake : How happy they, who wake no more! 

Yet that were vain, if Dreams infeſt the Grave. 

I wake, emerging from a Sea of Dreams 

Tumultuous 5 where my wreck'd deſponding Thought, 

From Wave to Wave of fan/y'd Miſery, 

' At Random drove, her Helm of Reaſon loſt ; 

Tho* now reſtor'd, tis only. Change of Pain, 
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2 The COMPLAINT. Night 4, 


| (A'bitter Change !) ſeverer for ſevere, © -__ 
_ The Day too ſhort for my Diſtreſs ; and Net, 


Ev'n in the Zenith of her dark Domain, 
Is Sunſhine, to the Colour of my Fate. 

Night, ſable Goddeſs | from her Ebon Throne, 
In rayleſs Majeſty, now firetches forth 
Her leaden Sceptre o'er a ſlumb'ring World. 
Silence, how dead ! and Darkneſs, how profound ! 
Nor Eye, nor liſt'ning Ear, an Obje@ finds ; 
Creation ſleeps. ?*'Tis as the gen'ral Pulſe 


_ Of Life ſtood ftill, and Nature made a Pauſe ; 


Anawful Pauſe! prophetic of her End. 
And let her Prophecy be ſoon fulfilPd : 


Fate! drop the Curtain ; I can loſe no more. 


| Silence and Darkne/s ! ſolemn Sifters! Twins 


From ancient Night, who nurſe the tender Thought 


To Rea/on, and on Reaſon build Re/olve, 
(That Column of true Myeſty in Man) 
Afiſt me: I will thank you in the Grave ; 
The Grave, your Kingdom : There this Frame ſhall fat 
A Vittim facred to your dreary Shrine. 
But what are Ye ?— 
THOU, who didft put to Flight 
Primzval S:lence, when the Morning Stars, 
Exulting, ſhouted o'er the riſing Ball ; 


O THOU,. whoſe Word from ſolid Darkne/5 firuck 


That Spark, the Sun, ſtrike Wiſdom from my Soul ; 
My Soul, which flies to 'Thee, her Truſt, her TREe, 


As Miſers to.their Gold, while others reſt. 


Thro? this Opaque of Nature, and of Soul, 
This double Night, tranſmit one pitying Ray, - 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my Mind, 

(A Mind that fain would wander from its Woe) | 

Lead it thro? various Scenes of Life and Death ; 

And from each Scene, the nobleſt 'Truths inſpire. 
I | KM | | Nor 
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On Life, Death, and Immortality. 3 
Nor leſs inſpire my Condu&?, than my Sorg ; 
Teach my beſt Reaſon, Reaſon ; my beſt Will 

Teach Re&titude ; and fix my firm Reſolve 

Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long Arrear : 

Nor let the Phial of thy Vengeance, pour'd 

On this devoted Head, be pour'd in vain. 

The Bell ftrikes Orc. We take no Note"ef Time, | 
But from its Loſs. To give it then a Tongue, 

8 Is wiſe in Man. As if an Angel ſpoke, 

WW I feel the ſolemn Sound, If heard aright, 

W 71t is the Kc]! of my departed Hours: | 
Where are they ? With the Years beyond the Flood. 

We lt 15 the Signal that demands Diſpatch : | 
BE How much is to be done ? My Hopes and Fears 
WE Start up alarm'd, and o'er Life's narrow V erge 
8 Look down—On what ? A fathomleſs Abyls ; ; 

| : | A dread Eternity ! how ſurcly mine / | 

= And can Eternity belong to me,  - J 
=E Poor Penſioner on the Bounties of an Hour ? —& 
Le: How poor, how rich, how abjeet, how auguſt, Wh 
$8 How complicate, how wonderful, is Man! 

3 How paſſing Wonder HE, who made him ſuch ! 

BE Who centred in our Make ſuch firange Extremes ! 

8 From diff'rent Natures marvelouſly mixt, 

= Conncxion exquiſite of diſtant Worlds ! 

F Diſtinguiſht Link in Being's endleſs Chain t ! 

= Midway from Nothing to the Deity.) 

WE A Beam ethereal, ſully'd, and abſorpt ! 

= Tho! fully'd, and Jilhoncar'd: Rill Divine ! | 

W Dim Miniature of Greatneſs abſolute ! 

An Heir of Glory ! A frail Child of Dutt ! ! 

W /7c/pl:/5 Immortal! Inſet i>fouite ! = 

A Worm! a God! I tremble at myſelf 

And in myſelf am loſt ! ! At home, a Stranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, furpriz'd, aghaſt, 
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Wk Triumphantly diſtreſs'd ! what Joy, what Dread ! 
Alternately Tranfported, and Alarm'd! 
| What can preſerve my Life ? or what deſtroy ? 


What tho? my Soul phantaſtic Meaſures trod 


_ Of pathleſs Woods ; or down the craggy Steep 


Her ceaſeleſs F light, tho? devious, ſpeaks her Nature 


Active, acreal, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 
 Unfetter'd with her groſs Companion's Fall. 


For human Weal, Heav*n huſbands all Events : 
Dull Sleep inſtra&s, nor ſport vain Dreams in vain. 


4 The ComPLainrT. Night-r1. 


And wond'ring .at her owz : How Reaſon reels ! ! 
O what a Miracle to Man is Man, 


An Angel's Arm can't ſnatch me from the Grave ? 
Legions of Angels can't confine me there. 

*Tis paſt ConjeCure ; all things riſe in Proof: 
While o'er my Limbs Slep's ſoft Dominion ſpread, 
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Over fairy Fields ; or mourn'd along the Gloom 
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HurPd headlong, fag with Pain the mantled Pool ; 
Or ſcal'd the Cliff; or danc'd on hollow Winds, 
With antic Shapes, wild Natives of the Brain ? 


Of ſubtler Efſence than the trodden Clod ; 


Ev*n filent Night proclaims my Soul immortal - 
Ev*n filent Night proclaims eternal Day. 


' Why then 2heir Loſs deplore, that are not loſt ? | 
Why wanders wretched Thought their 'Tombs around, 
In infidel Diſtreſs? Are Argels there ? 7 
Slumbers, rak'd up in Duſt, Ethereal Fire ? 

They live ! they greatly live a Life on Earth An 
Unkindled, unconceiv'd ; and from an Eye a 
Of Tenderneſs, let heav nly Pity fall . An 
On me, more juſtly number'd with the Dead. c 
This is the Deſart, this the Solitude: X 
How populous ! how vital, is the Grave! hy 
This is Creation's melancholy Vault, t ; 


The Vale funereal, the ſad Cypre/5 Gloom ; 'Y 
CS We. ".- 


On Life, Death, and Immortality. 5 
The Land of Apparitions,. empty Shades ! 
& All, .all on Earth is Shadow, all beyond. 
Is Subftance : the Reverſe is Folly's Creed - 
# How ſolid all, where Change ſhall be no more !: 
1 This is the Bud'of Being, the dim Dawn,. 
; The Twilight of our Day, the Veſtibute ; 
; Y Li/7's Theatre as yer is ſhit; *and Death, 
ws Death, alone can heave the maſly Bar;. 
E This groſs Impedithent of Clay- refnove, | 
E And make us Embryos of Exiftehce free. | 
{F rom real Life, but little 'more remote 
F? He, not yet a Cindidate'for Light, 
© The future Embryo, ſhamb'ring in his Sire.. 
72 Yumi we mult be, till we- Þurft the Shell, 
E Yon ambient azure Shel, *and-fpting to Life,. 
The Life of Gods, O Traniport! and of Man, | 
[ Yet Man, fool Man !: Zere buries all his Thoughts:;- 
If Tncerrs celeſtial Hopes without one Sigh. | 
W Pris” ner of Earth,. and pent beneath the Moon; 
4 We pinions all his Wiſhes : wing'd by Heav'n 
2 FTo fly at Tus "ita; and reach it-there,. 
i is ere Seraphs gather Immortality, 
ZZOn Life's fair Tree, faſt by the Throne. of God.. 
What golden Joys ambrofial cluſt'ring glow, 
Pn HIS full Beam, . and ripen for the Juſt, 
XV here momentary Ages are no more !. 
here Time, and Pain, and Chance, and Death, expire ! 3 
And is it in the Flight of threeſcore Years, 
87 0 puſh Eternity from human "Thought, 
4nd ſmother Souls immartal in the Duſt ? 
- IF. Soul immortal, . ſpending all her Fires,. 
WV aſting her Strength in ſtrenuous Idlenefs, 
We hrown into Tumult, .raptur'd, or-alarm'd, . 
Wt aught this Scene can Ow; or EO bi nts 
; ..B 3. Reſembles 
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6- 5: The CoMPrainrt. Night I, 
Reſembles Ocean into Tempeſt wrought, x 


 TowaftaF eather, or to drown a Fly. 


Where falls this Cenſure ? It o'erwhelms myſelf ; jo 
How was my Heart incruſted by the World | 
O how ſelf-fetter'd was my grov*ling Soul! 
How, like a Worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In fhlken Thought, which reptile Fancy ſpun, 
Till darken'd Reaſon lay quite clouded o'er | 


| With ſoft Conceit of endleſs Comfort here, 


Nor yet put forth her Wings to reach the, Skies ! 
Night-vifions may befriend (as ſang above) : 
Our wa#ing Dreams are fatal. How I dreamt 


Of things impoſſible ? (Could Sleep do more ?) 
_ Of Joys perpetual in perpetual Change ? 


Of ſtable Pleaſures on the toſſing Wave ? 
Eternal Sunſhine in the Storms of Life ?_ 


Dy richly were my noon-tide 'Trances hung 


Vith gorgeous Tapeſtries. of piftur'd Joys ? 

Joy behind Joy, in endleſs PerſpeQtive ! POLE 
lt at Death's Toll, whoſe reſtleſs iron Tongue c 
Calls daily for his Millions at a Meal, 
Srarring | woke, and found myſelf 4, "Y | 
Where now my Phrenſy's pompous F urniture ? 55 
'Ihe cobweb'd Cottage, with its ragged Wall 

Of mould'ring Mud, is Royalty to me ! | 

'The Spider's moſt attenuated "Thread | 

Is Cord, is Cable, to Man's tender Tie 

On earthly Bliſs ; it breaks at ev'ry Breeze. 

O ye bleſt Scenes of permanent Delight ! bis 

Full, above Meaſure! laſting, beyond Bound ! 

A Perpetuity of Bliſs is Bliſs, . _ 

Could you, fo rich in Rapture, fear an End, 


'That ghaſtly Thought would drink up all your Joy, | i 


And quite unparadiſe the Realms of Light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above theſe rolling Spheres ; 
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On Life, Death, abd Immortality.” 7 


WW The baleful Influence of whoſe giddy. Dance . 
Sheds ſad Vicifſitude on all beneath: 
= Here teems with Revolutions ev'ry How I 
And rarely for the better ; or the be/, 
= More mortal than the common Births of Fate. 
Each Moment has its Sickle, emulous | 
* Of Time's enormous Scythe, whoſe ample Sweep 
| Strikes Empires from the Root ; each Moment plays 
= His little Weapon in the narrower' Sphere | 
=. Of ſweet domeſtic: Comfort, . and cuts down 
| 'The faireſt Bloom of ſublanary Bliſs. - | 
= BliG! ſablonary Bliſs!—Proud Words, and vain ! 
= Implicit Treaſon to-divme Decree ! 
| A bold Invaſion of the Rights of Heav'n! ; 
| I claſp'd the Phantoms, and I found them Air. 

O had I weigh'd it ere my fond Embrace! 

What Darts of Agony had miſs'd my Heart ! 

Death ! Great Proprietor of All ! *tis thine 

7 To tread out Empire, and to quench the Stars. 
=X *1he Sun himſelf by thy Permiſſion ſhines 3” 
ws | And, one Day, thou ſhalt pluck him from his Sphere. | 
EZ Amid ſuch mighty Plunder, why exhauſt 

A & Thy partial Quiver on a Mark ſo mean ? 

== Why thy peculiar Rancour wreak'd on me? 
=o Infatiate Archer ! could not One ſuffice ? 
| ; = Thy Shaft flew zbrice ; and thrice my Peace was lain ; 
IX And thrice, ere thrice yon: Moon had filld her Horn. ' 
3M 'O Cynthial why ſo pale ? - Doſt cthow lament #58 
8 Thy wretched Neighbour? Grieve to ſee thy Wheel | 
= Of ceaſclefs Change out-whirl'd in human Life ? 
8 How wanes my- b6rrow'd Bliſs ! from Fortune's Smile, | 
Þ \ [Precarious Courteſy ! Not Yirtue's ſure, ; 
<clf-given, /o/ar, Ray of ſound Delight. 
8 ln ev'ry vary'd Poſture, Place,” and Hour, 
How widow'd ev'ry 'Thought of ev'ry Joy } | 
wp B. 4 Thought, 


$ The ComPLainy. Night 1. 
Thought, buſy Thought ! too buſy for my Peace! 
Thro? the dark Poſtern of 'Time long elaps'd, 
Led ſoftly, by the Stillneſs of the Night, | 

Led; like a Murderer, {and ſuch it proves! $ 
. Strays, (wretched Rover !) o'er the pleaſing Pa/? ; —- 
In queſt of Wretchedneſs perverſely ſtrays ; —_ h 
And finds all defart zoxw ; and meets the Ghoſts Fn, 
_ Of my departed Joys; a num'rous Train! 

I rue the Riches of my former Fate ; 


. Io. Romo 
ETAL Gs WG 477 > - +> 4" 
E047 tg io or oO 


Heron 


Sweet Comfort's blaſted Clufters I lament ; Wt = 3 

I tremble at the Bleſſings once ſo dear ; —_—_ A 

And ev'ry Pleaſure pains me-to the Heart. - 3B if 
Yet why complain ? or why complain for One? 7 


es es ny 
4 + Bans 
25. MPa Py 


POET A 
p; 
7 6A; ade d 3 
Bos. ek Ms PRO: <2 Rn a > 
Fog 0 es Words. gear 


Hangs oat the Sun his Luſtre but for me, 

The /ing/e Man ? Are Angels all beſide ? 

I mourn for Millions : *Tis the common Lot; 

In zhis Shape, or in that, has Fate entail'd 

The Mother's Throes on all of Woman born, _ 

Not more. the Children, than ſure Heirs of Parn. - 
War, Pamine, Peſt, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 

Inteſtine Broils, Oppre/fon, with her Heart | 

Wrapt up in triple Braſs, befiege Mankind. ' 

God's Image dilinherited of Day, ; 

Here, plung'd in Mines, forgets a Sun was made. 

| There, Beings deathleſs as their haughty Lord, | 

Are hammer'd to the galling Oar for Life; © - 

And plow the Winter's Wave, and reap Deſpair. 

Some, for hard Maſters, broken under Arms, ' 

In Battle lopt away, with half their Limbs, 

Beg bitter Bread thro? Realms their Valour ſav'd, 

If fo the Tyrant, or his Minion, doom 

Want, and incurable Di/ea/e, (fell Pair !) 

On hopeleſs Multitudes remorſeleſs ſeize 

At once ; and make a Refuge of the Grave. 

How groaning He/pitals ejeR their Dead! 


X 


- 


On Life,” De Death; and Immortality. ; 9 


Ew har Numbers groan for ſad Admiſlion there ! [: 
7 What Numbers, once-in Fortune's Lap bigh-fed, 
© Solicit the cold Hand of Charity ! | 
3 ou ſhock' us more, ſolicit it in vain !' 
Ye ſilken ſons of Pleaſure ! ſince in Pains 
; $ 'You-rue more modiſh Viſits, viſit here, 
"* And breathe from your Debauch ; Grwe, . and redyce. 
th, urfeit's Dominion o'er you-: But ſo great. 
| 1h our Impudence, you-bluſtr at what 1s Right. . 
* = Happy ! did Sorrow ſeize on /uch alone, 
bY, g7 ot Prudence can defend, or Virtue ſave ; 
'Þ fl D iſeaſe invades the chaſteſt 'Temperance ; . 
*ZZAnd Puniſhment the Guiltlefs ; and Alarm, . 

FT hro* thickeſt Shades, purſues the fond of Peace... 
J ik an's Caution often into Danger turns, 
And his Guard falling, .cruſhes him to Death. . 
3 ot Happineſs itſelf makes good her Name ; 
Our very Wiſhes give us not our Wiſh. 
How diſtant oft the Thing we doat. on moſt, , 
ZXZFrom that: for which we doat, Felicity 2. 
|; 40 i is he /moatheſt Courſe of Nature has its Pains 
And rut Friends, .thro' Error,.. wound our Reſt... 
334 Without Misfortune, what Calamities ?_ 
A) W nd what HoWtzlities, . without: a. Foe ? . 
XENor are Foes wanting tothe beft. on Earth: 
But endleſs is. the Lift. of human 11s, 
5-29 Sighs might ſooner fail,, than Cauſe to ſigh; . 
XX A Part how ſmall of the-terraqueous Globe 
3 tenanted by Man ! the reft. a W/a/e, . 
F 3 kocks, .Deſarts,. frozen Seas, and burnirig Sands ! 
b V1ld Haunts of Monſters; _ Poiſons, | £*"% og and Death) . 
'% * 'y Wach i 1s. Earth's: melancholy Ks th ! But, far 
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to : The COMPLAINT. | "Night I 


Loud Sorrcavs howl, invencm'd Paſſions bite, 


Rav'inous Calamities our Vitals ſeize, 


And threat'ning Fate wide opens to devour. 
What then am I, who ſorrow for myſelf ? 

In Ape, in Infancy, from others Aid 

Is all our Hope; to teach us to be kind. 


. That, Nature's frft, laſt Leſſon to Mankind ; 


'The ſelfiſh Heart deſerves the Pain it feels. _ 
More gen'rous Sorrow, while it finks, exalts ;- 


And conſcious Virtue mitigates.the Pang. 


Nor Virtue, more than Prudence, bids me give 
Swoln Thought a /econd Channel ; who divide, . 
They weaken too, the Torrent of their Grief. 
'Fake then, O World! thy much-indebted. Tear : 
How ſad a Sight is human Happineſs,. 


- To thoſe whoſe Thought can pierce beyond an Hour ? 


O thou, whate'er thou art, whoſe Heart exults ! 
Wouldſt thou I ſhould congratulate thy Fate ? 


I know thou wouldfſt ; thy Pride demands it from me. . . 


Let thy Pride pardon, . what thy Nature,needs, 
The falutary Cenſure of a Friend.” 

Thou happy Wretch / by Blindneſs thou art bleſt ; 3: 
By Dotage dandled to perpetual Smiles. 

Know, Smiler / at thy Peril;art thou pleas'd ; 

'Thy Pleaſure is the Promiſe of thy. Pain. _ 


 Alisfertune, like a Creditor ſevere,- . 


But riſes,in:Demand for her Delay ; - 


She makes a Scourge of paſt Proſperity, | 
To fling thee more, and double thy Diſtreſs. 


LoRENZO, Fortune. makes her .Court to thee.. 
Thy fond Heart dances, while the' Syren _ | 
Dear is thy Welfare ; think me not unkind ; 

1 would not-damp,.,but to. ſecure thy. Joys. . 
"Think not-that Fear is ſacred .tq; the Storm. . 
Stand on thy Guard againſt the Smiles of Fate... 
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1 Y fl  Oa Life,” Death, and Immortality. 11 

FT I; Heav'n tremendous in its Frowns ? Moſt fare ; EY 
* And in its Favours formidable too: - 

j Its Favours here are Trials, not Rewards ; 

* A Call to Duty, not Diſcharge from Care ; 

*Z And ſhould alarm us, full as much as Woes; 

*** Awake us to their Cau/e, and Conſequence; 

be bi And make us tremble, weigh'd with our- Deſert; 

7 Awe Nature” O jdm and ag her Joys, 


Fo Ws worſe than: npls Miſery, chats Charms. : 
1 bi Rewolted Joys, like Foes in civil War, 
H {Like boſom Friendſhips to Reſentment: ſour'd, | 
Z With Rage invenom'd riſe againſt our Peace. . 
: ; i Zeware what Earth calls Happineſs ; beware - 
EZ All Joys, but Joys that-never can expire. - 
EE Who builds on leſs than an immortal Baſe, 
*t E Fond as he ſeems, condemns' his. Joys ts Death. 
= Mine dy'd with thee, Pritanves! thy laſt Sigh 
= Diſfolv'd the Charm ; the difinchanted Earth . | 
7 Loſt all her Luftre: . Where; her glitt'ring Towers ? - 
1X37 Her golden: Mountains;: where ? all darken'd down”: 
7 To naked Waſte ;.a dreary Vale of Tears ; © 
BE The great Magician” s'dead!} 'Thou poor, pale Piece 
Ky | Of out-caſt -Earth,.in Darkneſs ! what z' Chang ; 
= From Yeſterday ! 'Thy darling Hope fo near, 
RX (Long-labour'd Prize !) O.how Ambition ful : 
IX [by glowing Cheek ! Ambition, truly great, 
X27 Of virtuous Praiſe.” - Death's' ſubtle Seed within," 
_= (Sly, treach*rous Miner !) working i in the Dark, / 
mild at thy well-concerted' Scheme, - and beckon 'd.: 
38 The Worm to riotion that Roſe ſo red; 
WY Unfaded ere it-felt; one-Moment's Prey! 
58 Man's Foreſight is conditionally wiſe ; > 
F Loxsnzo! Wiſdom into: Folly turng | 
288 Oft, the. firſt Inſtant, its Idea fair . 
ſo | + BD: 
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T2 The COMPLAINT. 
To lahonring Thonght is born, How dim-our Eye! 
The pre/ent Moment: termanates our Sight ; 


Clouds, thick as thoſe on Doomſday, drown the zext n 


We penetrate, we propheſy in vain. _ 
Time is dealt out by Particles ; and each, ; 
 Ere mingled with the ſtreaming Sands of Life, 
By Fate's inviolable Oath is fvorn  _ 
Deep Silence, ** Where Eternity begins.” 
By Nature's. Law, what may be, may be now; 


There's no Prerogative in human Hours.. | 


In human Hearts what bolder 'Thought can riſe, 


"Than Man's Preſumption on. 'To-morrow's Dawn? 


Where 1s To-morrow ? In another. World.. 
For Numbers -this is. certain; the Reverſe. 


-Is ſure to:none ; and, yet on- this. Perhaps, 


'This Peradventure, infamaus for Lyes,, 

-As on a: Rock. of Adamant we build: _ 

Our Mountain Hopes ;; ſpin: qur-eternal' Schemes, 

As we the-fatal: Siſters. would out-ſpin,. | 

And, big with Life's Futurities,.. expire; | 
Not ev/n Purtannes had befpoke his Shroud: 


Nor had he Cauſe; a Warning was deny'd :. 


How. many fall as. faddan;” not-as ſafe! __ 
As ſudden, tho? for Years admoniſh'd. home... 
-Of human Ills the laſt Extreme heware,. 

| Beyare;, Lorznzo !. ! a /ow-/udden. Death.. 
How. dreadful that deliberate Surprize !. 

Be -wiſe- To-day;; *Tis Madneſs to defer ; oo 
Next Day the fatal- Precedent will-plead ; 
Thus.on, till Wiſdom..is. puſh'd out- of. Life.. 

| Procraſtination.is the 'Thief. of, Tame; 
Year after Year it teabs, tillall are. fled, 

. And to the-Mercies of bs "0a 29s hg 
'The vaſt-Concerns. of .an eternal Scene... 


Night 1. 
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On Life, Death, and Immortality. WE 


35 not ſo frequent, would not This be ſtrange ? 
IE That *tis ſo frequent, T 4s is ſtranger ſtill. 
* Of Man's miraculous Miſtakes, this bears 
© The Palm, <* That all Men are about to live,” "2 
$ For ever on the Brink of being born. Ec 
<5 'N pay themſelves the Compliment to think 
* [7 51 Y er one Day ſball not drivel ; and their Pride 
*XT On this Reverfion takes up ready Praiſe ; 
3X At leaft their own ; their freure Selves applauds ;: 
3 'o © How excellent that Life they z&er will lead ! 
RT Time lodg'd in their own Hands 1s Felly's Vails ;: 
XT That lodg'd in Fate's, to Fi/dem they conſign ; 
"ILIP | The Thing they can't but purpoſe, they poſtpone +- 
XTF Tis. not. in Folly, not'to ſcorm a Fool; 
7 And ſcarce in human #7/gem to do more.. 
All; Promiſe 1s a dilatory Man,._ 
| And that Thro? ev'ry Stage :: When youn 2. inde; 
In full Content we, . ſometimes,. nobly reſt,. 
8x Un-anxious for: ezr/elues.; .and only wiſh, 
XX As duteous Sons,. our Farhers.were more wile.. 
XX At Thirty. Man /u/pedts. himſelf a Fool ;. 
EX Knows it at Forty, and reforms. his. Plan ;; 
= At Fifty, chides his infamous Delay, . 
WE Puſhes his. prudent.Purpoſe. to Re/olve ;- 
In all the Magnanimity. of.” Thought- 
E Reſolyes ;. and..re-reſolves-;- then.dies the ſame.. 
And why ? Recauſe he thinks himſelf immortal: 
| All Men think all-Men: mortal, . but: Themſelves ; 
Themſelves, , when ſome alarming Shock of Fate 
Strikes. through their wounded Hearts the ſudden Dread: 
= But their. Hearts. wounded, like the wounded Air, 
8 | $00N cloſe ; where paſt the Shaft, , no Trace. is found. . 
| £ As from the Jing no Scar: the Sky retains; 
gs Lhe parted Wave no Furrow. from-the Keel; 
So dics in human.Hearts the Thought of Death. . 
WE 4 | | .Ev'n- 
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T4 The ComMPLainT. Night 1. 


1 firive, with wakeful Melody, to chear + 
' "The ſullen. Gloom, ſweet Philomel ! like Thee, . 


Or H;js, who made Muweorides our On. . 


How had. it blefſt Mankind, and reſcu'd me! . 


Ev'n with the tender Tear which Nature ſheds _ * 
Ovrer thoſe we love, we drop it in their Grave, 
Can I forget PhiLanDer ? That were ftrange ;- 
O my full Heart !-——But ſhould I give it Vent, 
The longeſt Night, tho? longer-far, would fail, , 
And the. Lark. laſten to- my Midnight Song... - 
The fprightly. Lar#'s ſhrill Matin wakes the Morn ; $:: 
Grief's ſharpeſt Thorn. hard prefling on my Breaſt, 


And call the Stars to liſten ; Ev'ry Star : 

Is deaf to-mine,. enamour*d of thy Lay... . 
Yet be not vain ;_there-are; who thine exce],' 
And charm thro diſtant; Ages: :Wrapt in Shade, Y 
Pris'ner:of Darkneſs ! to.the filent Hours, .. 
How often I repeat their Rage divine, . | 

'To lull my Griefs,. and ſteal my Heart from-Woe ! . 
I roll their Raptures, .but not catch their Fire. 
Dark, tho? not.blind, hke: thee, - Mezonides / . 

Or,. Miltex4 thee; ah! could I reach your Strain | | 


Man too He ſung : Immortal Man I fing; _ 
Oft burſts my Song beyond the Bounds of Life ;- 
What, zow, but Immortality can pleaſe? . 3:7 
O. had He preſs'd his:'Theme, purſu'd the Track, 
Which opens out-of Darkneſs. into Day! 

O: had he mounte& on his Wing of Fire, 

Soar*d; where I fink, and 'fung Immortal Man ! Pp: 


NIGHT. 
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NIGHT the SECOND.. 


GN - 
Tins, DraTy, FRIENDS HIPs 
'To the Ricur HonovuRABLE: | 


The Earl:of WirMinGToN.. 


HEN the Cock crew, he wwept?*—Smote by that Eye, - 
 _ Which looks on me, on All: ThatPow'r, who bids: 
This Midnight Centinel; with Clarion ſhri} | 
Emblem-of that-which ſhall awake the Dead; .. 
Rouſe Souls from Slumber, inta Thoughts of Hiaves, . 
Shall I too weep ? Where then-is: Fortitude ? : 
And Fortitude abandon'd, where is: Man ? 
I know the Terms on which he ſees the Light; - 
He that is born, is liſted ; Life is War ; - 
Eternal War with Woe. "Who bears 1t beſt, - 
Deſerves it leaſt. —On-o/her 'Themes P11 dwell... 
Lorenzo ! let me turn my Thoughts on Thee, 
And Thine, .on Themes: may:- profit ; profit there, 
Where moſt thy Need.” Themes, too, the genuine Growth, 
Of dear Pr1LanpDer's Duſt. He, thus, tho? dead, 
May ſtill befriend —What Themes? Time's wondrous Price, 
Death, Friendſbip, and PuiLanpes' s final ſcene. .. 


2 


76 The Comprannm: Night = 2. 


Fo could I touch theſe Themes,. as might obtain. 
Thine Ear, nor leave thy Heart quite-diſengag'd, 
The good Deed would delight me ; half-impreſs 
On my dark Cloud an Jr:s;. and. from Grief 

Call Glvry—Doft thou mourn Pri anDeR's Fate 7 
I know thou ſay'ſt.it : Says thy Life the ſame ? 
He mourns the Dead, who lives as they defire. 
Where is that Thrift, that. Avarice-of TIME, 
(© glorious Avarice!) Thought of Death-inſpires, 
As rumour'd Robberies endear our:Gold? 
© Time! than Gold more ſacred; more a Load 
'Than Lead,. to Fools ; and- Fools.reputed Wile, 
| What Moment granted Man without Account ? 


What Years are ſquander'd, 'i/Jom's Debt unpaid! | 


Our Wealth: in-Days all due to zhat Diſcharge. 
Haſte, haſte,. He lies in wait, . He's at the Door, . 
Inſidious Death ! ſhould his ftrong Hand arreſt, 
No Compoſition ſets: the Pris'ner free... 
Eternity's. inexorable Chain ' 
Faſt binds ; and, Vengeance-claims: thi full Arrear.. 
- How late I'ſhudder'd on:the Brink ! .how late. 
Life call'd for her laſt Refuge in Deſpair ! 
p That Time is mine,. O. Mz av, to.'Thee I.owe ;- 
Fain would.I pay. thee with Eterrzry.. 
But ill my, Genius anſwers my Defire ;; 
 My.-ſckly Song is mortal, paſt thy .Cuze.. 
Accept:ithe Will; — That dies.not with my Strain. F: 
For what calls thy Difeaſe, J.orwznzo ? Not. 
For E/culapien, but for Moral Aid. 
Thou think 'it :Folly to: be wiſe too > ſoon. | 
Youth is not rich in” Time ; it may be, . poor 3. 
Part with'it as-with Money, ſparing ; pay: 0 
No Moment;. but im Purchaſe of its Worth ; : 
And. what:its: Worth, :aſk: Death-beds ; they © can 1 tell. 
Part with 3t as .with' Life; reluctant's 3 big 
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On Time, Death, Friendſhip. 17 


= With holy Hope of nobler Time to come ; 
; @ Time higher-aim'd, ſtill nearer the great Mark 

= Of Men and Angels; Virtue more divine. 

== Ts this our Duty, Wiſdom, Glory, Gain? 

=E /7--/e Heav'n benign. in vital Union binds) — 

| = nd ſport we like the Natives of the Bough, 

== When vernal Suns inſpire ? Amuſement reigns | 

== Man's great Demand.: To trifle is to live: 4 
== And is it then a Trifle, too, to die? 7 
= Thou fay'ſt I preach, Loxtnzo! *Tis confeſt, 

= What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 

= Who wants Amu/ement in the Flame of Battle ? 

Is it not Treaſon to the'Soul immortal, 

Her Foes in Arms, Eternity the Prize ?. _ 

Will Toys amuſe, when Med*cines cannot cure ? 

= When Spirits ebb, when Life's enchanting Scenes | 

= Their Luftre loſe, and leflen in our Sight, 

= As Lands and Cities with their glitt'ring Spires,, | | 
To the poor ſhatter'd. Bark, by ſudden Storm =—_— 
Thrown off to. Sea, and foon to periſh there 3 | 1 
Will Toys amuſe? Nog : Thrones will then be Toys, 

And Earth and Skies ſeem Duſt upon the Scale, 

= Redeem we Time ?—lIts Los we dearly buy. 

= What pleads Loxenzo for his high-priz'd Sports ? 

Wo He pleads Time's num'rous Blanks ; he loudly pleads 

= The firaw-like. Trifles on Life's common Stream. 

W From whom thoſe Blanks and Trifles, but from Thee ? 

= No Blank, no Trifle, Nature made, or-meant. 

Virtue, or purpos'd Virtue, ſtill be thine ; 

This cancels thy Complaint at once ; This leaves 

- In 4@ no Trifle, and no Blank in Time. | 

This greatens, fills, immortalizes All ; | I SEA. 

This, the bleſt Art of turning all to Gold; 
This, the good Heart's Prerogative to raiſe 
A royal Tribute, from the pooreſt Hours; | 


\ 


 Immenſe. 


The COMPLAINT. 
Immenſe Revenue! ev'ry Moment 
If nothing more than Purpoſe in thy P 
Thy Purpoſe. firm, is equal to the Deed : 
Who does the beſt his Circumſtance allows, 
Does well, a&s nobly ; Angels could no more. 
Our outward AR, indeed, admits Reftraint : 

"Tis not in Things o'er Thought to domineer; 
Guard: well thy Thought ; our FROGHS are heard in 
__ On all important Time, thro' ev'ry Age, 
Tho? much, and warm, the'Wiſe have urg'd ; the Man 
_ Is yet unborn, who duly. weighs an Hour, 
*« Poe loft a Day”? —The Prince who nobly. ery'd, 
Had been an Emperor without his Crown ; 
Of Rome? Say,. rather; Lord of human Race : 
He ſpoke.,. as if deputed by Mankind.. | 
So ſhould. all ſpeak : So Rea/or ſpeaks in All ; | 
From the ſoft Whiſpers of that God in Man, 'E 
Why fly to Folly, why to Phrenſy fly, = 
_ For Reſcue from the Ble/ings we poſſeſs ? 
Eime, "the Suprettie 1 Fine 1 is Eternity ;_ 
Pregnant with all Eternity calſmv85-* 
Pregnant with all, that makes Archangels ile. 
Who murders Time, He cruſhes in the Birth | 

A Pow'r ethereal, only not ador'd. 
Ah! how unjuft to Nature, and Himſelf, 
Is thoughtleſs, thankleſs, inconſiſtent Man ! 
_ Like Children babbling Nonſenſe in their Sports, 

We cenſure Nature for a Span too ſhort ; 
That Span too ſhort, we tax as tedious too z- 
| Torture Invention, all Expedients tire, 
To laſh the ling'ring Moments into ſpeed, 
And whirl us (happy Riddance !) from ourſelves. 
Art, brainleſs Art ! our furious Charioteer, _ 
(For Nature's Voice unſtifled would recall): 
Þrives headlong: tow'rds the Precipice- of Death ; 
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Night 2. 
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| On. Time, Death, Friendſhip. 19 
Death, moſt our Dread ; Death zhus more dreadful made ; , 


X# O what a Riddle of Abſurdity! 


X Lei/ure is Pain ; takes off our Chariot-wheels ; - 
X# How heavily we drag the Load of Life ! 
3E3} Bleſt Leiſure is our Curſe ; like that of Cain, 


ZE It makes us wander ; wander. Earth around 
ZE To fly that Tyrant, Thought. As Alas groan'd 
XX The World beneath, we groan beneath an Hour. 


We cry for Mercy to the next Amuſement ; 

The next Amuſement mortgages our Fields ! 

Slight Inconvenience ! Priſons hardly frown, 

From hateful Time if Priſons ſet us free. 

Yet when Death kindly tenders us Relief, 

We call him cruel; Years to Moments ſhrink, 3 

Ages to Years. The Teleſcope is turn'd. 

To Man's falſe Optics (from his Folly falſe) 

Time, in Advance, behind him hides his Wings, 

—_= And ſeems to creep, decrepit with his Age : 

= Bchold him, when paſt by ; what then is ſeen, 

WE But his broad Pinions ſwifter than the Wind +. 

And all Mankind, in Contradi&io ftrodg, - 

Rueful, aghaſt! cry out on his Car 
Leave to thy Foes theſe Errors, and theſe Ilts; ;: 

To Nature juſt, their Cauſe and Cure explore. . 

| Not ſhort Heavn's Bounty, boundleſs our Expence 

No Niggard, Nature; Men are Prodigals. 

We waſte, not »/e our 'Time ; we breathe, not live. 

Time waſted is Exiſtence, usd is Life, {6 

And bare Exiſtence, Man, to /ive ordain'd, p-2077S 

Wrings, and oppreſles with enormous Weight, | 

. And why? fince Time was giv'n: for Uſe, not Waſte. 

Injoin'd to fly ; with Tempeſt, Tide, and Stars, 

To keep his Speed, nor eyer wait for Mang -. . 

Time's Uſe was doom'd a Pleaſure ; 3 Waſte, a Pain; 

That Man might feel his Error, if unſeen ; 


And, 


 'The Soul is on a Rack ; the Rack of Ref, 


- Body and Soul, like peeviſh, Man arid Wife, 
Ab the dark Days of Vanity ! while Herey. | 


Gone ? they ne 'er-go-7 when paſt, they haunt us ſtill; 
"The Spirit walks of ev'ry Day deceas'd ;. | 
And ſmiles an Angel, or a Fury frowns. 


_ All-ſenſual Man,. becauſe untouch'd, unſeen, 


20 The ComPLan NT. Night 2 2, 
And, - feeling, fly to Labour for his Cure ; : 
' Not, blund'ring, ſplit on Idleneſs for Eaſe. 
Life's Cares are Comforts ; fuch by Heav*n defigh'd 3 - 


He that has none, muſt make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are Employments ; and without Employ 


'To Souls moſt adverſe; Aion all their Joy. | 
Here, then, the Riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ; 
'Then Time turns. Torment, when Man' turns a Fool. 
We. rave, we wreſtle with Great: Nature's Plan; 
We thwart. the Deity ; and 'tis decreed, ot, 
Who thwart His Will, ſhall contradi& their own. 
Hence our unnatural Quarrel with ourſelves ; = | 
Our Thoughts at Enmity ; otr- Boſom-broil z; © 
We puſh Time from us, and we wiſh Him back ; 
Laviſh of Luſtrums, and yet, fond of Life ; 
Life we think long, and ſhort ; Death ſeek, and ſlim 5 


Vnited jar, and-yet are loth to part. 


How taſteleſs ! and how Terrible, -when gone ! 


Nor Death, nor Life, delight us. If Time pat, 
And Time po/zf, both pain us, what can: pleaſe ? 
"That which the Deity to pleaſe ordain'd, 

Time xd. The Man who-conſecrates-his Hours 


By viz'rous Effort,, and an honeſt Aim, by! 


At once he draws. the Sting of Life and Death ; 
He «4valks avith Nature 3; and. her. Paths are Peace, 
Our Error's Cauſe and Cur&are ſeen : See next 
Time's Nature, Origin,. Importance, Speed ;. 

And thy great Gain from-urging his Career. — 
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in On Time, Death, Friendſhip. 28 
M e looks on Time as nothing. Nothing <lſe 
XS: truly Man's ; *tis Fortune's. —Time's a God. 
WHaſt 7 hou ne'er heard of Time's Omnipotence ? 
8 rr, or againſt, what Wonders can he do ! 
RH And will: To ſtand blank Neuter he diſdains. 
b- 3 Not on 7he/e Terms was Time (Heav*n's Stranger !) ſent 
WWFOn his important Embaſſy to Man. 
Wh oz:xz0.! no: On the long-deſtin'd Ho 
rom everlaſting Ages growing ripe, 
ET hat memorable Hour of wond”rous Birth, 
SV hen the Dread Sire, on Emanation bent, 
WA nd big with Nature, riſing in his Might, 
P Call'd forth Creation (for then Time was born),. 
"A By Godhead fireaming thro? a thouſand Worlds ; | 
WENot on tho/e Terms, from the great Days of Heaven, 
3 1 rom old Eternity's myſterious Orb, 
EW as Time cut off, and caſt beneath the Skies s 
he Skies, which watch him in his new Abode; 
eaſuring his Motions by revolving Spheres ; 
EET hat Horologe Machinery Divine. 
x = Hours, Dag, and Months, and Years, his Children, plays | 
Like num'rous Wings around him, as he flies: 
WOr, rather, as unequal Plumes they ſhape | 
His ample Pinions, ſwift as darted Flame, 
o gain his Goal, to reach his antient Reſt, 
And join anew Ezernzty his Sire ; | 
3 In his Immutability to neſt, 
EW hen Worlds, that count his Ciroles now, unhing'd, 
WE(Fate the loud Signal ſounding) headlong ruſh 
WT :imel Night and Chaos, whence they roſe. - 
= Why ſpur the Speedy ? Why with Levities | 
ENew-wing thy ſhort, ſhort Day's too rapid Flight ? 
now thou, or what thou doſt, or what is done ? 
an flies from Time, and. Time from Man ; too ſoon 
2 2ad Divorce Wis Sable Flight muſt endj 


22 The ComMPLAINT,. Night 2. 


And then, where are we? where, Lorenzo! then 
Thy Sports? thy Pomps ?—TI grant thee, in a State 
Not unambitious ; in the r»fled Shroud, ' 
Thy Parian Tomb's triumphant Arch beneath. 
Has Death his Fopperies ? Then well may Life 
Put on her Plume, and in her Rainbow ſhine. 

Ye well-array'd ! Ye Lilies of our Land ! 
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Ye Lilies Male ! who neither toil, nor ſpin, 2x88 
(As Siſter Lilies -7ght ) if not ſo wiſe = 
As Solcmon, more ſumptuous to the Sight ! 2 Hi 
Ye Delicate / who nothing can ſupport, "mo 
Yourſelves moſt inſupportable ! for whom TH 
The Winter Roſe muſt blow, the Sun put on #1 
A brighter Beam in Leo; filky-ſoft 38k 
Fawvonius breathe ſtill ſofter, or be chid ; 1 
| And other Worlds ſend Odours, bats” and Song, Wit 
And Robes, and Notions, fram'd in foreign Looms! Mil 
O ye LorxENzos of our Ave ! who deem = 
One Moment unamus'd, a Miſery 3 
Not made for feeble Man ! who call aloud "= 
For ev'ry Bawble, drivell'd o'er by Senſe ; ibs 
For Rattles, and Conceits of ev'ry Caſt, it 
| For Change of Follies, and Relays of Joy, -38 
To drag your Patient through the tedious Length | b 


Of a ſhort Winter's Day— ſay, Sages ! ſay, 
Wit” s Oracles! fay, Dreamers of gay Dreams ! 
How will you weather an eternal Night, 
Where ſuch Expedients fail ? 

O treach*rous Cen/cience ! while ſhe ſeems to ſleep 
On Re/e and Myrtle, lull'd wa Syren Song ; 
While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her Charge, to drop 
On headlong Appetite the ſlacken'd Rein, 
| And give us up to Licence, unrecall'd, 

'Unmarkt ;—See, from behind her ſecret Stand, 
The ſly Informer minutes ev'ry Fault, 


 -»On Time, Death, Friendſhip. 23 
nd her dread Diary with Horror fills. 
Cot the groſs 42 alone em ploys her Pen ; 
he reconnoitres Fancy's airy Band, 
b, ba i | warchful Foe ! 'The formidable Spy, 
{ning, o'erhears the Whiſpers of our Camp: 
2 dur dawning Purpoſes of Heart explores, 
nd ſteals our Embryos of Iniquity. 
5 all-rapacious Uſurers conceal 
IT hcir Doomſlay-bock ſrom all-confuming Heirs 3 
4 WT hs, with Indulgence moſt ſevere, She treats 
C Js Spendthrifts of ineſtimable T zme ; | 
TD nnoted, notes each Moment niifapply's; 
Hs : Mm Leaves more durable than Leaves of Braſs, 
EF rites our whole Hiſtory ; which Death ſhall read 
3 m ev'ry pale Delinquent's private Far; 
WP nd 7ud7ment publiſh ; publiſh to more Worlds 
WT han this; and endleſs Age in Groans reſound. 
WE oz:xzo, /uch that Sleeper in thy Breaſt! 
3 uch 15 her Slumber ; and her Vengeance /uch 
| or {lighted Counſel ; /uch thy future Peace ! 
Ind think” thou ſtill thou canſt be wiſe 292 /c0z ? 
| But why on Time ſo laviſh is my Song ? 
| 7h dn this great Theme kind Nature keeps a School, 
[ Fo teach her Sons Herſelf. Each Night we die, 
WE ach Morn are born anew : Each Day, a Life! 
end ſhall we kill each Day ? If Trifang kills; - 
ure /:ce muſt butcher. O what Heaps of Slain 
WEry out for Vengeance on us! Time deſtroy'd 
Suicide, where more than Blood is ſpilt. 
ime flies, : Death arges, Knells call, .Heav'n invites, 
[el] threatens : All exerts ; in Effort, All; 
W-r: than Creation Iabours !—Labours more ? 
| 4 nd 15 there mn Creation, what, amidſt 
his Tumult Univerſal, wing'd Diſpatch, 
nd ardent Energy, ſupinely yawns ? 
| . 3% Man 
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24 The ComPLAINT. - Night 2. 


Man ſleeps; and Mar alone ; and Man, whoſe F ate, | x 


| Fate, irreverſible, jntire, extreme, 
Endleſs, hair-hung, breeze-ſhaken, o'er fs Gul - 
A Moment trembles ; drops ! and Mar, for whom 
- All elſe :is in Alarm ; Man, the ſole Cauſe 
| Of this ſurrounding Storm! And yet.he ſleeps, 
| As the Storm rock*'d to Reſt.—— Throw Years away ? 
Throw Empzres, and be blameleſs. Moments ſeize ; 
Heav*n's on their Wing : A Moment we may wiſh, 
| When Worlds want Wealth to buy. Bid Day ſtand ſtill, 
Bid him drive back his Car, and reimport 
_ 'The Period paſt, regive the given Hour, 
Lorenzo, more than Miracles we want; 
 Loxtxnzo—O for Yeſterdays to come ! 
Such is the Language of the Man awate ; 
_ His Ardour fuch, for what oppre/es 'Thee. 
And 1s his Ardour vain, Loxtnzo? No; 
That more than Miracle the Gods indulge ; 
| Tu-aay is Yeſterday return'd:; return'd 
Full-pow'r'd to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorn, 
And reinſtate us on the Rock of Peace, 
Let it not ſhare its Predeceſſor's Fate ; 
Nor, like its elder Siſters, die a. Fool. 
Shall it evaporate in Fume ? Fly off 
Fuliginous, and ſtain us deeper till ? 
Shall we be poorer for the Plenty pour'd ? 
More wretched for the Clemencies of Heaven ? 
Where ſhall I find Him? Angels! tell me where. 
You know him : He 1s near you: Point him out ; 
Shall I ſee Glories beaming from his Brow ? 
Or trace his Footſteps by the riſing Flowers ? 
Your golden Wings, zow hov'ring o'er him, ſhed 
' ProteQion ; now, are waving in Applauſe 
"To that bleſt Son of Foreſight ! Lord of Fate ! 
GRE ek 4473 _ That 
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On Time, Death, Friendſvip. 25 
That awful Independent on: To-morrow / 

Whoſe Work is deze; who triumphs in the Paſt; 
Whoſe Yefterdays look backward with a Smile ; 

Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly ; 

That common, but opprobrious Lot ! Paſt Hours, 

If not by Guilt, yet wound us by their Flight, 

If Folly bounds our Proſpe& by the Grave, 

All Feeling of Futurity benumb'd ; 

All God-like Paſflion for Eternals quencht ;. 

All Reliſh of Realities expir'd ; | 

Renounc'd all Correſpondence with the Skies ; ; 

Our Freedom chain'd ; quite winglels our Detire 5 

In Senſe 'dark-priſon'd all that ought to ſoar ; 

Prone to the Centre ; crawling in the Dutt ; 
Diſmounted ev*ry great and glorious Aim ; 

Embruted ev*ry Faculty divine ; 

Heart-bury'd in the Rubbiſh of the World. 

'The World, that Gulph of Souls, immortal Souls, 
Souls elevate, Angelic, wing'd with Fire 

To reach the diſtant Skies, and triumph there _ 

On Thrones, which ſhall not mourn their Maſters chang'd ; 
'Tho' we from Earth ; Ethereal, They that tell. 

Such Veneration due, O Man, to'Man. 

| Who venerate themſelves, the World Jefpile. 

For what, gay Friend ! is this e/cutcheon'd World, 
Which hangs out DEATH in one eternal Night 2- \ 
A Night, that glooms us in the Noon-tide Ray, 


Life's little Stape is a ſmall Eminence, 

Inch-high the Grave above ; that Home of Man, 
Where dwells the Multitude ; ; We gaze around ; 

We read their Monuments ; we ſigh; and while | 
We ſigh, we ſink; and are what we deplor'd; | 
Lamenting, or Tamented. all our Lot! 

| bs Death at Diſtance ? -No : 2.99 has been on FORT 


And. 


CC EET 


And wraps Sag sf at Banquets, in the Skroud. 


26 The ComeLainT, Night 2. 
: And giv 'n ſure Earneſt of his final Blow. . | 
Thoſe Hours, which lately ſmil'd, where are they now ? 
Pallid to 'Thought, and ghaftly ! drown'd, all drown'd 
In that great Deep, which nothing diſembogues ! - 
And, dying, they. bequeath'd thee ſmall Renown. 
x The reſt are on the Wing : How fleet their Flight ! 
| © Already has the fatal Train took Fire ; 
n- A Moment, and the World's blown up to thee ; ; 
"The Sun is Darkneſs, and the Stars are Duſt. 
"Tis greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt Hours ; 

And aſk them, what Report they bore to Heaven ; 
And how they might have borne more welcome News. . 
Their Anſwers form what Men Experience call ; 

If Wiſdom's Friend, her beſt ; if not, worſt Foe. - 

. O reconcile them ! Kind Experience cries, | 
« 'There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs ;: 
«« The more our Joy, the more we know it vain; 
« And by Succeſs are tutor'd to Deſpair.” 

Nor #s it only thus, but uf? be fo. | 


Who knows not this, tho? Grey, is ſtill a Child. 

Looſe then from Earth the Graſp of fond Defire, | 
Weigh Anchor, and ſome happier Clime explore. 

Art thou ſo moor'd thou canſt not diſengage, 
Nor give thy Thoughts a Ply to future Scenes ? 
Since, by Life's paſſing Breath, blown. up from Earth, 

_ Light, as the Summer's Duſt, we take in Air | 
A Moment's giddy Flight, and fall again ; 

Join the dull Maſs, increaſe the trodden Soil, 

And ſleep till Earth herſelf ſhall be no more ; 

- Since Then (as Emmets, their ſmall World o'erthrown) 
We, ſore-amaz'd, from out Earth's Ruins crawl, 
And riſe to Fate extreme of Foul or Fair, | X 
As Man's own Choice (Controuler of the Skies !) 

As Man's deſpotic Will, perhaps oe Hour, 
(O how Omnipotent 1s.'Time !).decrees ; | 
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On Ti ime, Death, Friendſhip. 27. 
Should not each Warning give a ſtrong Alarm? 


= Warning, far leſs than that of Boſom torn 


From Boſom, bleeding o'er the ſacred Dead 1 


W Should not each Dial ſtrike us as we pals, 


Portentous, as the written Walt, which ſtruck, 

O'er midnight Bowls, the proud 4/7rian pale, 
Ere-while high-fluſht with Inſolence and Wine ? 
Like That, the Dial ſpeaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo ! loth to break thy Banquet up : 

«« O Man, thy Kingdom 1s departing trom thee 
« And, while it laſts, is emptier than my Shade,” 
Its ſilent Language ſuch : Nor need'{ thou call 
Thy Mag:, to decypher what it means. 


Know, like the Median, Fate is in thy Walls: 


Doſt aſk, Hew ? Whence ? Bel/hazzar-like, amaz'd! | 
Man's Make incloſes the ſure Seeds of Death; 


Life feeds the Murderer : Ingrate! he thrives 


On her own Meal, and then his Nurſe devours, 
But hercy Lozxexzo, the Deluſion lies; 

'That Solar ow, as 1t meaſures Life, 

It Life reſembMWhtoo : Life ſpeeds away 

From Point to Pttpt, tho' ſeeming to ſtand ill, 

The cunning Fugithyg is ſwift by Stealth : 

Too ſubtle is the Movement to be ſeen; 

Yet ſoon Man's Hour is up, and we are gone. 

Warnings point out our Danger ; Gnomons, Time ; : 

As theſe are uſeleſs when the Sun is ſet ; 


So Zho/e,. but when more glorious Reaſon ſhines, 


R-a/on ſhould judge in all ; in Reaſon's Eye, 
That Sedentary Shadow travels hard. 


'But ſuch our Gravitation to the Wrong, - 


So prone our Hearts to whiſper what we wiſh, 
"Tis later with the Wiſe, than he's aware ; 


A Wilmington goes ſlower than the Sun : 
And all Mankind miſtake their Time of Day ; 
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In furrow'd Brows. So gentle Life's Deſcent, 

' We take fair Days in Winter, for the Spring ; 

Man muſt compute that Age He cannot fel, 

He ſcarce believes he's older for his Years. 

Thus, at Lite's lateft Eve, we keep in Store 
The Diſappointment of a promis'd Hour. 


Whoſe Mind was moral, as the Preacher's Tongue ; 


How often we talk'd down the Summer's Sun, _ 
* And cooP'd our Paſſions by the breezy Stream ! 


Or kept to tic up Nonſenſe for a Song; 
Song, faſhionably fruitleſs ; ſuch as ſtains 


Chiming her Saints to C ?therea's Fane. 


 Haſt thou no Friend to ſet thy Mind-abroach ?_ 


Had Thought been All, ſweet Speech had been Jeny'd; 


2.8 * T'O0 CoMPLAINT, Night 2. 
Ev*n Age itſelf. Freſh Hopes are hourly ſown _- 


We ſhut our Eyes, and think it is a Plain. 


And turn our Bleflings into Bane. Since oft | 


One Diſappointment ſure, to crown the Reſt ; 
On This, or Similar, PhHiLanDpter ! Thou 


And ſtrong, to wield all Science, worth the Name ; 


How often thaw'd and ſhorten'd Winter's Eve, 
By Confli& kind, that firuck out latent Truth, 
Beſt found, ſo ſought ; to the Recly/ſe more coy ! 
Thoughts difintangle, paſſing o'er the Lip; 
Chan” runs the Thread ; if not, *tis thrown away, 


The Fancy, and unhallow'd Paſſion fires ; 


Know'ſt thou, Loxtnzo! what a Friend contains ? 
As Bees mixt Ne&#ar draw from' fragrant Flow'rs, 
So Men from FRIENDSHIP, W:i/4om and Delight ; ; 
Twins ty'd by Nature; if they part, they die. 


Geod Senſe will ſtagnate. Thoughts ſhut up, want Airs 
And ſpoil, like Bales unopen'd to the Sun. 


Speech, Thought's Canal ! Speech, T hought's Criterion 
Thoughtin the Mine, may cometforth Gold,or Droſs; [ too! 
When coin'd jn Word, we know : its real Worth. 

7 - If 
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_ On Time, Death, Friendſhip. 29 
If ſterling, ſtore it for thy future. Uſe ; _ 

= Twill buy thee Benefit; perhaps, Renown. 

8 Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more poſſeſt ; 

W Teaching, we learn ;. and, giving, we retain » 
The Births of Intelle& ; when dumb, forgot. 
Speech ventilates our intelleCual Fire; 

Speech burniſhes our Mental Magazine ; | 
Brightens, for Ornament ; and whets, for Uſe. 
What Numbers, ſheath'd in Erudition, lie - 
Plung'd to the Hilts in venerable "Tomes, 

And ruſted in ; who might have borne an Edge, 
And play'd a ſprightly Beam, if born to Speech ; 
If born bleſt Heirs of half their Mother's Tongue ! 
'Tis Thought's Exchange, which, like th'alternate Puſh 
Of Waves confliging, breaks the learned Scum, 
And defecates the Student's ſtanding Pool. 

In Contemplation is his proud Reſource ? 

*Tis poor, as proud, by Conver/e unſuſtain'd. 
Rude Thought runs wild in Contemplation's Field ; 
Converſe, the Menage, breaks it to the Bit 

Of due Reftraint ; and Emulation's Spur 

Glves graceful Energy, by Rivals aw'd. 

*Tis Converſe qualifies for Solitude 

As Exerciſe, for ſalutary Reſt. 

By that untutor?d, Contemplation raves ; 

' And Nature's Fool, by Wiſcer's is outdone. 
Wiſdom, tho? richer than Peruwian Mines, ' 
And ſweeter than the ſweet Ambroſial Hive, 
What is ſhe, but the Means of Happineſs * 
That unobtain'd, than Folly more a Fool ; 

A melancholy F ool, without her Bells. 

Friendſpip, the Means of Wiſdom, richly gives 
The Precious End, which makes our Wiſdom wiſe. 
Nature, in Zeal for human Amity, 

Denies, or camps, an undivided Joy. 
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30 The COMPLAINT. Night 2. 
Joy is an Import ; Joy is an Exchange ; 
Foy flies Monopoliſts : Tt calls for Two; 
Rich Fruit! heav'n planted ! never pluckt by Ore. 
Needfal Auiliars are our Friends, to give 
To /ecial Man true Relifh ef himſelf. 

Full on ourſelves deſcending in a Line 
 Plejure's bright Beam, is feeble in Dclight + 

_ Delight intenſe, is taken by Rebound ; 
 Reverberated Pleaſures fire the Breait. 

Celeſtial Happine/s, whene'er ſhe ſtoops 
To viſit Earth, One Shrine the Goddeſs finds, 
And One alone, to make her ſweet Amends 
For abſent Heav'n—the Boſom of a Friend ; 
Where Heart meets Heart, reciprocally ſoft, - 
Each other's Pillow to Repoſe divine. 
Beware the Counterfeit : In Pa/fen's Flame | 
| Hearts melt ; but melt like Ice, ſoon harder froze. 
True Love ftrikes Root in Rea/on ; Paſlion's Foe : 
Firtue alone entenders us for Life : CERT. 
1 wrong her much—entenders us for everz - 
Of Friendjhip's faireſt Fruits, the Fruit moſt fair 
Is Firtue kindling at a Rival Fire, | 
And, emulouſly, rapid in her Race. 


O the ſoft Enmity ! Endearing Strife ! ! 
This carries F riendſhip to ker noon-tide Point, 
And gives the Rivet of Eternity. 


From Friend/vip, which outlives my former Themes, 


Glorious Survivor of old Time, and Death /! 


From Friendſhip, thus, that Flow'r of Heav*nly Seed, 


The Wiſe extra&t Earth's moſt Hyblean Bliſs, 
Superior Wiſdom, crown'd with ſmiling Joy. 
But for whom bloſſoms this Elyfan Flower ? 
Abroad They find, who cheriſh it at Home. 
Loxtxnzo! pardon what my Love extorts, 
An honeſt Love, and not afraid to Frown. + 


if 


On Time, Death, Friendſhip. 31 


WW 'Cho! Choice of Follies faſten on the Grear, 


None clings more obitinate, than Fancy fond, 
That ſacred Friendſhip is their ealy Prey ; © 

Caught by the Wafture of a Golden Lure, 

Or Faſcination of a high-born Smile, 

Their Smiles, the Grea?, and the Coguet, throw out 


= For Others Hearts, tenacious of their Own; 


And we no leſs of ours, when /zch the Bait. _ 

Ye Fortune's Cofferers! Ye Pow'rs of Wealth ! 

You do your Rext-ro//s moſt felonious Wrong, 

By taking our Attachment to Your/elves. 

Can Gold gain Friendſhip ? Impudence of Hope ! ! 

As well mere Man an Angel might beget. 

Love, and Love only, is-the Loan for Love. 

Lorenzo! Pride repreſs ; nor hope to find 

A Friend, but what has found a Friend in Thee. 

All like the Purchaſe ; few the Price will pay ; 

And this makes Friends ſuch Miracles below. 
What if (ſince Daring on fo nice a 'Theme) 

I ſhew thee Friendſhip Delicate, as Dear. 

Of tender Violations apt to die ? 

Re/erve will wound it ; and Difruf, deſtroy. 

Deliberate on all Things with thy Friend. 

But ſince Friends grow not thick on ev'ry Bough, 

Nor ev'ry Friend unrotten at the Core ; 

Firſt, on thy Friend, delib'rate with Thyſelf ; 

Pauſe, ponder, ſift ; not Eager in the Choice, 

Nor Jealous of the Choſen ; Fixing, Fix ; 

Judge before Friendſhip, then confide till Death. 

Well, for thy Friend ; but Nobler far, for 'Thee ; 

How gallant Danger for Earth's Higheſt Prize! 

A Friend is worth all Hazard we can run. 


46 Poor is the Friendleſs Maſter of a World : 


* A World in Purchaſe for a Friend is Gain.” 
POOR = 2 


The ComPLainT. . Night 2, 
So ſung He (Angels hear that Angel ing ! | 
Angels from Friendſhip gather Half their Joy) 
So ſung PHILANDER, as his Friend went round 
In the rich Thor, in the gen'rous Blood - FI 
Of Baccnvs, purple God of joyous Wit, 
A Brow ſolute, and ever-laughing Eye. 
He drank long Health, and Virtue, to his F lend; 
| His Friend, who warm'd him more, who more inſpir'd, 
_ Friend/hip's the Wine of Life ; but F riendſhip new 
_ (Not ſuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 
'O! for the bright Complexion, cordial Warmth, 
And elevating Spirit, of a Friend, - 
For 'Twenty Summers ripeming by my Side ; 
All Feculence of Falſhood long thrown down 3 "= 
All focial Virtues riſing in his Soul ; "Fl 
As Cryſtal clear ; and. ſmiling, as they riſe! + 
Here NeQar flows ; it ſparkles in our Sight ; 
| Rich to the Taſte, and genuine from the Heart. 
| High- Aavour'd Bliſs for Gods ! on Earth how rare! 
On Earth how Jo? /—PriLanDgR is no more. 
Think'f thou the Theme intoxicates my Song ? | | 
Am I too warm ?—Too warm I cannot be. 
1 lov'd him much ;. but now I love him more. 
| Like Birds, GPS; Beauties languiſh, half conceal'd, 
Till, mounted on the Wing, their gloſſy Plumes 
Expanded ſhine with Azure, Green, and Gold ; 
How Bleflings.brighten as they take their Flight ! 
. His Flight PuiLanper took ; his Upward Flight, 
'If ever Soul aſcended. Had bs dropt, wich: 
(That Eagle Genius !) O had he let fall 
One Feather as he flew; I, then, had wrote, COS 
_ What Friends might flatter ; ' prudent Foes forbear ; 
Rivals ſcarce damn ; and Zo1tvs reprieve. 
Yet what I can, I muſt : It were profane 


"To quench a Glory lighted at the Skies, 


WO WE 


On Time, Death, Friendſhip. 33 
And caſt in Shadows his illuſtrious Cloſe, po 
Strange ! the Theme moſt affe&ting, moſt ſublime, 
Momentous moſt to Man, ſhould ſleep unſung ! 
| And yet it ſleeps, by genius unawak'd, 
Painim or Chriſtian ; to the Bluſh of Wit, 
Man's higheſt Triumph | Man's profoundeſt Fall! 
The Death-bed of the Juſt ! 1s yet undrawn 
By mortal Hand : It merits a Divine : 
Angels ſhould paint it, Angels ever There ; 
There, on a Poſt of Honour, and of Joy. 
Dare I preſume, then ? But PruiLaxper mens. 
And Glory tempts, and Inclination calls | 
Yet am I firuck ; as firuck the Soul, beneath 
| Atreal Groves impenetrable Gloom ; 
Or, in ſome mighty Rxzz's ſolemn Shade; _ 
Or, gazing by pale Lamps on high-born Duſt, 
In Vaults ; thin Courts of poor Unflatter'd Kings : 
Or, at the Midnight 4/:ar's hallow'd F lame. 
It is Religion to proceed : I pauſe 
And enter, aw'd, the Temple of my. Theme. 
Is it his Death-bed ? No: It is his Shrine ; 
Behold him, there, juſt riſing to a God. _ 
The Chamber where the Good Man meets his F ate, 
Is privileg'd beyond the common Walk _ 
Of wirtuous Life, quite in the Verge of Heav'n., 
Fly, ye Profane ! If not, draw near with Awe, 
Receive the Bleſſing, and adore the Chance, 
That threw in this Berhe/Za your Diſcaſe 3 
| If unreſtor'd by This, deſpair your Cure. 
For, Here, reſiſtleſs Demonſtration dwells ; 
A-Death-bed's a Dete&or of the Heart. | 
Ezre tir'd Diſſimulation drops her Maſque, *© 
Thro' Life's Grimace, that Miſtreſs of the Scene ! E 
Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 
_ You 001 the Man ; ; you ſee his Hold on Heay DESO 
Cy 4" 8: 


J 


34 The Chouviarne, Night 2. 


F, 


If ſound his Virtue ; 3 aS PHILANDER's, ſound. | 
Heav'n waits not the laſt Moment ; owns her F riends 
On this Side Death ; and points them out to Men, ' 
A Le&ture, filent, but of ſov*reign Pow'r!. 
'To Vice, Confuſion ; and to Virtue, Peace. 

_ Whatever Farce the boaſtful Hero plays, 
Virtue alone has Majeſty in Death; 
And greater ſtill, the more the Tyrant frowns. 
 PaniLANnDER | he ſeverely frown'd on Thee. 
« No warning giv'n! Unceremonious Fate ! 
«© A ſadden Ruſh from Life's meridian Joys! 
« A Wrench from all we owe ! from all we are ? 
_«« A refileſs Bed of Pain ! a Plunge opaque 

«© Beyond Conjeture ! Feeble Nature's Dread ! 

« Strong Rea/er's Shudder at the dark Unknown ! 
£« A Sun extinguiſht! a juſt opening Grave! 

« And Oh! the laft, laſt ; what? (can Words expreſs? 
«« Thought reach?) the laſt, laſt—Szlence of a Friend !'* 
Where are thoſe Horrors, that Amazement, where, _ 
This hideous Group of Hts, which /izxly ſhock, 
Demand from Man ?—T thought him Man till AFW... 

Thro? Nature's. Wreck, thro* vanquiſht Aponies, 

(Like the Stars firuggling thro! this Midnight Gloom) 
What Gleams of Joy ? what more than Human Peace * 
Where; the frail Mortal ? the poor abject Worm ? 
No, not in Death, the Zortal to be found. 
Hs Condu& is a Legacy for All. 

Richer than Marmon's for his ſingle Heir... 

His Comforters he comforts 5 Great in Ruin,, . 
With unreluQant Grandeur, g:wes, not yields; 
His Soul ſablime ; and cloſes with his Fate.. 

How our Hearts burnt. within ns. at the Scene !. 
Whence, This brave Bound o'er Limits fixt to Man 2 
His God ſuſtains him in his final Hour! 
Kis final Hour brings Glory to his-God ! 


Man's 


On Time, Death, Friendjhip. 35 | 
Man's Glory Heav' n vouchſafes to call her own. 
We gaze ; we weep ; mixt Tears of Grief and Joy !: 
Amazement ſtrikes ! Devotion burſts to Flame ! 
Chriftians Adore} and Irfidels Believe. 
As ſome tall Tow'r, or lofty Mountain's Brow, 
Detains-the Sun, Illuftrious from its Height; _ 
While riſing Vapours, and deſcending Shades, 
With Damps, and Darkneſs, droven the ſpacious Vale: x 
Undampt by Doubt, Undarken'd by Deſpair, 
PHiLANDER, thus, auguitly rears his Head, 
At that Black Hour, which gen'ral Horror ſheds 
On the low Level of th'inglorious 'Throng : 
Sweet Peace, and Heav*nly Hope, and Humble Foy, 
Divinely beam on his exalted Soul ; _ | LO VY 
Deſtru&ion gild, and crovn him fs the Skies, 
With incommunicable Luitre, Bright. 
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IR OM Dreams, where Thought in F ancy 's Maze runs 
To Reaſon, that Heav'n-lighted Lampin Man, [mad, 
Once more I wake; and at the deſtin'd Hour, 
PunCtual as Lovers to the Moment ſworn, 
I keep my Aflignation with my Woe. 
O! Loſt to Virtue, Loſt to manly TO 
Loſt to the noble Sallies of the Soul ! 
Who think it Solitude, to be Alone. . 
- Communion ſweet! Communion large, and high | 
Our Reaſon, Guardian Angel, and our Ged /! 
| Tacn neareſt 'Thefſe, when Others moſt remote ; 
And all, ere long, ſhall be remate, bat Theſe. 
. How dreadful, Ther, to meet then all alone, 
A Stranger ! Unacknowledg'd ! Unapprov'd ! 
Fi Now woo them ; wed them ; bind them to thy Breaſt ; 
il = To win thy Wiſh, Creation has no more.” 
il Or, if we wiſh a Fourth, it is a Friend | 
Mp But Friends, how mortal ! Mag rous the Deſire. 
"8 | ; Take 
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NARCESSE 7 
Take ProeBvus to yourſelves, ye baſking Bards! 

Inebriate at fair Fortune's Fountain-head ; 
| And reeling thro' the Wilderneſs of Joy ; 
| Where Sex/e runs ſavage, broke from Rea/on's Chain, 
And ſings falſe Peace, till fmother'd by the Pall. 

My Fortune is unlike ; unlike my Song ; 

Unlike the Deity my Song invokes. - ©  » 

I to Day's ſoft-ey'd Siſter pay my Court, 
(Expymron's Rival !) and her Aid implore ; | 

Now firſt implor'd in Succour to the -Mu/+. 

Thou, who didft lately borrow * CynTata's Form, 
And modeſtly forego thine Own ! O Thou | 
Who didft thyſelf, at Midnight Hours, inſpire ! 

Say, why not CYNTHIA, Patronefs of Song ? 
As Thou her Creſcent, the thy CharaQer 
 Afumes ; ftill more a Goddeſs by the Change. 

Are there demurring Wits, who dare diſpute 
This Revolution in the World 7n/þir'd ? 

Ye train Pierian/ to the Lunar Sphere, | 
In filent Hour, addreſs your ardent Call EE £2. | 
For Aid immortal ; leſs her Brother's Right. 
She, with the Spheres harmonious, nightly leads 
The mazy Dance, and hears their matchleſs Strain ; 
A Strain for Gods, deny'd to mortal Ear. 
Tranſmit it heard, Thou Silver Queen of Heay'n ! 
What Title, or what Name, endears thee moſt ! 
CynTHIa! CyYLLENnE! ProtBt !—or doſt hear 
With higher Guſt, fair P— d of the Skies ? 
Is that the ſoft Inchantment calls thee down, 
More pow'rful than of old Circean Charm ; . 
Come ; but from Heav'nly Banquets with thee bring 
| The Soul of Song, and whiſper in mine Ear 
The Theft divine ; or in propitious Dreams 3 
(For Dreams are Thine) transfuſc it thro” the Breaft | 


nd At the Dons of - Os Maſquerade, | 
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33 The ComPLainT. Night 3. 

Of thy firſt Votary———-But not thy laſt ; 

If, like thy Name/ake, Thou art ever kind. 4:1 
And kind Thou wilt be ; Kind on ſuch a Theme; 

A Theme ſo like thee, a quite Lunar Theme, 

Soft, modeſt, melancholy, female, fair! 

. A 'Theme that; roſe all pale, and-tokd my Soul, 
"Twas Night ; on her fond Hopes perpetual Night ; 

A Night which-ftruck a Damp, a deadlier Damp, | 
Than that which ſmote me from PaitLannes” s Tomb, q 
Naxcissa follows, ere his Tomb is clos'd. - | 
Woes cluſter ; rare are /olitary Woes; 

'They love a Train, they tread each others Heel ; 
Her Death invades His mournful Right, and chilne | 
The Grief that ſtarted from my Lids for Him : :” 
Seizes the faithleſs, alienated Tear, 
Or ſhares it, ere 1t falls. So frequent. Death, 
Sorrow, , he more than cauſes, He confounds ; 
| For human Sighs his rival Strokes contend, 
And make Diſtreſs, Diſtraction. Oh- PuiLanDER! f 

_ What was thy Fate? A double Fate to. me ; 

Pottent, and Pain ! a Menace, and a'Blow! 
Like the black Raven hov'ring o'er. my Peace, . 
Not leſs a Bird of Omen, than of Prey. 
It call'd Nazc1s5a long before, her Hour ; ; 

It cail'd her tender Soul, by Break of Bliſs, - , 
From the firſt Bloſſom, from the Buds of Joy ; 
Thoſe few our nox1ous Fate unblaſted leaves 

In this inclement Clime of human Life. 

_ Sweet Harmoniſt ! and Beautiful as ſweet k - 
And Young as beautiful! and Soft as young ! 

_ And. Gay as ſoft! and Innocent as gay! _ 

And Happy (if aught Happy here) as good | 
For Fortune fond kad built her Neſt on high. 

[| Like Birds quite exquiſite of Note and Plume,. 
Wil | Transfixt by Fate (who loves a lofty Mark) 


Pi 


NARCIS 84. 
E How from the Summit of the Grove ſhe fell, 
= And left it nnharmonious! All its Charm 


Extinguiſht in the Wonders of her Song! 


X | Her Song ftill vibrates in my raviſht Ear, 


Still melting there, and with voluptuous Pain 

(O to forget her !) thrilling thro? my Heart ! 

E. Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy ! this Gronp 
WW Of bright Ideas, Flow'rs of Paradiſe, 

= As yet unforfeit! in one-Blaze we bind, 


Kneel, and preſent it to-the Skies ; as AN 


We gueſs of Heav'n : And zhe/e were all her own. 
And ſhe was mine; and I was—avas molt bleſt— 
Gay Title of the deepeſt Miſery ! | 
As Bodies grow more pond'rous robb'd of Life ; $55 
Goed loſt weighs more in Grief, than gain'd, in Joy, | 
Like blofſom'd 'Trees o'erturn'd by vernal Storm, 
Lovely in Death the beauteous Ruin lay ; 
And if in Death Riilt lovely, lovelier There ; 
Far lovelier ! Pity ſwells the Tide of Love. 
And will not the Severe excuſe a Sigh ? 
Scorn the proud Man that is aſham'd to weep : *- 
Our Tears ixdulg*d indeed deſerve our Shame. 

Ye that e'er loſt an Angel ! pity me. _ 

Soon as the Luſtre languiſh'd in her Eye, 
Dawning a dimmer Day on human Sight ; 
And on her Cheek, the Reſidence of Spring, 
Pale Omen ſat ; and ſcatter'd Fears around 
On all that ſaw (and who would ceaſe to gaze, 
That once had ſeen *) with Haſte, parental Gs. 
I flew, I fnatch'd her from the rigid North, - 
Her native Bed, on which bleak Boreas Mo. 
And bore her nearer to the Sun ; the Sun 
{As if the Sun could envy) checkt his Beam, 
Deny'd his. wonted Succour, or with more 
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Strangers to Thee ; and, more e ſurpriſing ſtill, 
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40 The Complaint. Night 3, 
| Regret beheld her drooping, than the Bells | 


Of Lilies ! Faireſt Lilies not ſo fair. 
Queen Lilies ! and ye painted Populace ! 
Who dwell in Fields, and lead ambroſial Lives ; ; 
In Morn and Ev*ning Dew, your Beauties bathe, 
And drink the Sun ; which gives your Cheeks to glow, 
And out-bluſh (zine excepted) ev'ry Fair; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her Hand, 
Which often cropt your Odours, Incenſe meet 
To Thought ſo pure. Ye lovely Fugitives ! 
Cozval Race with Man! for Man you ſmile ; 
Why not ſmile at him too? You ſhare indeed : 
His ſudden Paſs ; but not his conſtant Pain. 
So Man is made, nought miniſters Delight, 


| But what his glowing Paſſions can engage ; 


And glowing Paflions, bent'on aught Below, 
Muſt, ſoon or late, with Anguiſh turn the Scale; 
And Anguiſh, after Rapture, how ſevere ! kd 


'Rapture ? Bold -Man ! who tempts the Wrath divine, | 


By plucking Fruit deny'd to mortal Taſte, 
Whilſt Here, preſuming on the Rights of Heav'n. 
For Tranſport doſt 'Thou call on ev'ry Hour, 


Lorenzo? At thy Friend's Expence be wiſe ; 


Lean not on Earth ; *twill pierce thee to the Heart ; ; 


A broken Reed, at beſt ; but, oft, a Spear ; 
On its ſharp Point Peace. bleeds, and Hope expires. 


Turn, hopeleſs Thought! turn from Her :— Thought 


| Reſenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry Woe. [repell'd, 


Snatch'd ere thy Prime ! and in thy bridal Hour ! 
And when kind Fortune, with thy Lover, ſmild ! 


And when high-flavour'd thy freſh-op*ning Joys ! 
And when blind Man pronounc'd thy Bliſs complete ! 


And on a Foreign Shore ; where Strangers wept! - 


Stran gers 


NARCISSA. 43 
1 Strangers to Kindneſs, wept : Their Eyes let fall 

WT Inhuman Tears ; ftrange Tears ; that trickled down 
From marble Hearts ! obdurate Tenderneſs ! 

A Tenderneſs that call'd them more ſevere ; 

In Spite of Nature's foft Perſuaſion, ſteePd ; 

== While Nature melted, Sufer/iitien rav'd ; 

= 7: mourn'd the Dead ; and This deny'd a Grave. 
Their Sighs incenft ; Sighs foreign to the Will ! 
Their Will the Tyger ſuck'd, outrag'd the Storm. 
For Oh ! the curſt Ungodlineſs of Zeal! 

While /inful Fleſh relented, Spirit nurſt 

In blind Izfall:bilizy's Embrace, | 

'The Sainted Spirit petrify'd the Breatt ; 

Deny'd the Charity of Duſt, to ſpread 

O'er Duſt! a Charity their Dogs enjoy. 

What could I do? What Succour ? What Reſource ? | 
With pious Sacrilege a Grave I ſtole ; 

With impious Piety that Grave I wrong'd ; 

Short in my Duty ; Coward in my Grief ! 

More like her Murderer, than Friend, I crept, 
With ſoft-ſuſpended Step ; and, muffled deep 

In Midnight Darkneſs, whi/per'd my Laſt Sigh. 

I avhijper'd what ſhould echo thro? their Realms : 


Nor writ her Name, whoſe Tomb ſhould pierce the Skies, 


Preſumptuous Fear ! how durſt I dread her F es, 
While Nature's loudeft DiQates I obey'd? 
Pardon Neceſſity, Bleſt Shade !' Of Grief 
And'Indignation rival Burſts I pour'd ; 
| Half-execration mingled with my Pray'r ; 
Kindled at Man, while I his God dart: 
Sore grudg'd the Savage Land her Sacred Duſt; 
Stampt the curſt Soil ; and with Humanity | 
(Deny'd Narcissa) wiſh'd them all a Grave. 
Glows my Reſentment into Guilt ? What Guilt | 
Can _ Violations of the Dead ? 


| The 


- 
popve... agnoa——is OSS Oy AI Di 6 Cu —o PO AO Ons of PD6 RI 


_ Pg 
OO n= Auto AAS» = wap a2 ns hot 


— — — 


— Dc ce” 


This Heav'n-afſum'd 'majeſtic Robe of Earth, 


An Angel's Dutt ! 


- Moſt wretched, but from Streams of mutual Love 3 


| Yet oft his Courteſies are ſmoother Wrongs ; 


| And thou, pale Moon ! turn paler at the Sound ;- 
| Man is to Man the foreſt, ſureſt INI. 
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- Volcano's bellow ere they diſembogue 3 ; 


| Is this the Flight of Fancy ? Would it were! 


41 The COMPLAINT. Night 4. 


The Dead how Sacred ! Sacred i is the Duſt 
Of this Heav'n-labour'd Form, erect, divine ! 


 #He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt Expanſe ST 
With Azure bright, and cloath'd the Sun in Gold. il 
When ev*ry Paſſion fleeps that can offend ; | 58 
When ſtrikes us ev'ry Motive that can melt ; pv. 
When Man can wreak his Rancour wncontrouP d, uh 
_Fhat ſtrongeſt Curb on Inſult and Ul-willy = Mt. 


Then, Spleen to Duſt ? the Duſt of Innocence ? 

— This Lucifer tranſcends ; z 

When he contended for the Patriarch's Bones, . | 

*F'was not the Strife of Malice, but of Pride ; 

The Strife of Pontiff Pride, not Pontiff Gall. 
Far leſs than 'This 1s ſhocking in a Race 


And uncreated, but for Love Divine ; _ 

And, but for Love Divine, this Moment, boft, 
By Fate reſorb*d, and ſunk in endlefs Night. 
Man hard of Heart to Man ! 'Of horrid Things 
Moft horrid ! *Mid ftupendous, highly ſtrange ! 


Pride brandiſhes the Favours He confers, 
And contumelious his Humanity ; 
What then his Vengeance ? Hear it not, ye Stars ! Tp 


A previous Blaſt foretels the riſing Storm ; 
O eFwPTnng Turrets threaten ere they fall ; 


Earth trembles ere her yawning Jaws devour ; 
And Smoke betrays the wide-conſuming Fire : 
Ruin from Man is moſt conceaPd when near, 
And ſends the dreadful "dings 3 in the Blow. . 
Heav'n's | 


Fl 


NA R CES SA 43 
MS :1cav'n's Sov'reign ſaves all Beings but Himſelf, 
WT 1 hat hideous Sight, a raked human Heart. 

Fir'd is the Mufe ? And let the Muſe be fir'd:: 
Who not inflam'd, when what He ſpeaks, He feels, 
And in the Nerve moſt tender, in his Friends ? 
Shame to Mankind ! PyiLanpek had his Foes : 

He felt the 'T'ruths I ſing, and I in Him. 

But He, nor I, feel more : Paſt Ils, Nagcissa!l 
Are ſunk in Thee, 'Thou recent Wound of Heart !. 
Which bleeds with other Cares, with other Pangs ; 
Pangs num*rous, as the num'rous Ills that ſwarm'd 
O'er thy diſtinguiſht Fate, and, cluſt'ring 'There 
Thick as the Locuſt on the Land of N:/e, Gs 
Made Death more deadly, and more dark the Grave. 
Refle& (if not forgot my touching Tale) : 
How was each Circamftance with Afpics arm'd ? 
An Aſpic, Each ; and All, an Hydra-Woe. 
What ſtrong Herculean Virtue could ſuffice ?— 

Or is it Virtue to be conquer'd Here ? 

This hoary Cheek a Train of 'Tears bedews ; 

And each Tear mourns its own 4;/t:4a# Diftreſs ; 
And each Diſtreſs, diſtinftly mourn'd, demands 

Of Grief ſtill more, as heighten'd by the Whole, 

A Grief like this Proprietors excludes : 

Not Friends alone ſuch Obſequies deplore ; 
They make Mankind the Mourner ; carry Sighs 
Far as the fatal Fame can wing her Way; 

And turn the gayeſt Thought of gayeſt Age, 

Down their right Channel, thro? the Vale of Death. 

The Vale of Death ! that huſht Cimmerian Vale, ' 
Where Darkngſs, brooding o'er unfiniſh*d Fates, 
With Raven Wing incumbent, waits the Day | 
(Dread Day !) that interdi&s all future Change ! 
That Subterranean World, that Land of Ruin ! 

Fit Walk, LokrExzo, for nd? human Thought ! . 
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There let my Thought expatiate ; and\explore 
Balſamic Truths, and healing Sentiments, 
Ot all moſt wanted, and moſt welcome, Here. - 
For gay LoRENZO' s ſake, and for thy own, 4 
My Soul ! «© 'The Fruits of Dying Friends ſurvey ; ; 
«« Expoſe the Yain of Life ; weigh Life and Death : 
«« Give Death his Eulogy ; Thy+Fear ſubdue ; 
Tn. And labour that Firſt Palm of noble Minds, 
9. manly Scorn of Terror from the Tomb,” 
This Harveſt reap from wy NaRcissA's Grave. 
As Poets feign'd, from Ajax* ſtreaming Blood 
_ Aroſe, with Grief inſcrib'd, a mournful Flow'r ; 
Let Wiſdom bloſſom from my mortal Wound. 
And fr, of Dying Friends ; what Fruit from Theſe ? 
It brings us more than Triple Aid; an Aid | 
To chaſe our T houghtleſſneſs, Fear, Pride, and Guilt. 
__ Our dying Friends come-o'er us like a Cloud, 
To damp our brainleſs Ardors ; and abate 
That Glare of Life, which often blinds the Wiſe. 3; 
- Our dying Friends are Pioneers, to ſmooth _” 
Our rugged Paſs to Death ; to break thoſe Bars 
Of Terror, and Abhorrence, Nature throws 
| Croſs our obſtruted Way ; and, thus, to. make 
Welcome, as ſafe, our Port from ev'ry Storm. 
Each Friend by Fate ſnatch'd from us, 1s a Plume 
' Pluckt from the Wing of human Vanity, LN 
Which makes us ſtoop from our atreal Heights, 
And, dampt with Omen of our own Deceaſe, 
On drooping Pinions of Ambition lower'd,. 
Juſt ſkim Earth's Surface, ere we break it up, 
O'er putrid Earth to ſcratch a little Duſt, 
And fave the World a Nuiſance. Smitten Friends 
Are Angels ſent on Errands: fall of Love ; TER 
For us they languiſh, and for us they die : 
And ſhall they languiſh, ſhall they die, in vain ? 
| Ungrateful, 
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Ungrateful, ſhall we grieve their hov'ring Sadie, | 
Which wait the Revolution in our Hearts ?. 
- Shall we diſdain their filent, ſoft Addreſs ; | 
Their poſthumous Advice, and pious Pray'r ? | 
Senſcleſs, as Herds that graze their hallow'd Graves, 
Tread under-foot their Agonies and Groans ; 
Fruſtrate their Anguiſh, and deſtroy their Deaths ? 
Lorenzo! no; the Thought of Death indulge ; 
| Give it its wholeſome Empire ! let it reign, 

That kind Chaſtiſer of thy Soul in Joy ! 
Its Reign will ſpread thy glorious Conqueſts far, 
And ftill the Tumults of thy ruffled Breaſt ; 
Auſpicious, Era! Golden Days, begin |! | 
The Thought of Death, . ſhall, like a God, inſpire. 

And why not think on Death ? Is Life the 'Theme, 
Of ev'ry Thought ?' and Wiſh of ev'ry Hour ? 
And Song of ev'ry Joy ? Surpriſing Truth ! 
The beaten Spaniel's Fondneſs not ſo ſtrange. 
To wave the num'rous 7//; that ſeize on Life 
As their own Property, their lawful Prey ; 
Ere Man has meaſur'd half his weary Stage, 
His Luxuries have left him no Reſerve, 
No maiden Reliſhes, unbroacht Delights ; 
On cold-ſerv'd Repetitions He ſubſifts, 
And jn the taſteleſs Pre/ent chews the Paſt; 
DURSRes chews, and ſcarce can ſwallow downs 
Like laviſh Anceſtors, his earlier Years 
Have diſinherited his future Hours, | 
Which ſtarve on Orzs, and glean their former Field. 
Live ever Here, Loxzxzo * —Shocking Thought . 
So ſhocking, they who with, diſown it too ; 
Diſown from Shame, what they. from F olly crave. | 
Live ever in the Womb, nor, ſee the Light? | 
For what live ever Here ?—With lab'ring Step 
To tread our former Footſteps ? Pace the Round 

| | Ete 7 
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_ Which draws up nothing new ? To beat, and beat, 
| The beaten 'Track ? To bid each wretched Day 
"The former mock ? To ſurfeit on the Same, 


'To: taſte the taſted, and at each Return 


And infamous WINE" \Wrecks of human Hope 
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Eternal ? To climb Life's worn, heavy Wheel, 


And yawn our Joys ; or thank a Miſery 
For Change, tho? fad ? To'ſee what we have ſeen ? 
Hear, tall unheard, the ſame old flabber'd 'Tale ? 
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Leſs taſteful ? O'er our Palates to decant | 


Another Vintage ? Strain a flatter Year, 
'Thro? loaded Veſſels, and a laxer Tone ? 


Crazy Machines to grind Earth's waſted Fruits! _ 

I!1-ground, and worſe-concotted ! Load, not Life ! 

'The Rational foul Kennels of Exceſs ? 

Still-ſtreaming Thoroughfares of dull Debauch! 

Trembling each Gulp, left Death ſhould ſnatch the Bow). 
Such of our Fine enes is the Wiſh refin'd ! | 

So would they have it: Elegant Deſire! 

Why not invite the bellowing Stalls, and Wilds ? 

But ſuch Examples might their Riot awe. | 

Thro' Want of Virtue, that is, Want of Thought, 

(Tho? on bright Thought they father all their Flights) 

'To what are they reduc'd ?. To love, and hate, 

The ſame vain World ; To cenſure, and eſpoule, 

This painted Shrew of Life, who calls them Fool 

Each Moment of each Day ; To flatter Bad 

Thro' Dread of Worſe ? To cling to this rude Rock, 

Barren, to them, of Good, and ſharp with Ills, 

And hourly blacken'd with impending Storms, 


 Scar'd at the*gloomy Gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such are their Triumphs ! ſuch their Pangs of Joy ! 
Tis Time, high Time, to ſhift this diſmal Scene. 
This hugg'd, this hideous State, what Art can cure? | 
One only ; 3 but that One, what All may reach ; | 
Vizrv E— 
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That Rock to bloom ; and tames the painted Shrexw ; 
And what will more ſurpriſe, Loxtxnzo! gives 
To Life's fick, nauſeous 7teration, Change ; 
And ftraitens Nature's Circle to a Line. | 
Believ'ſt Thou This, Lorenzo ? Lend an Ear, 
A patient Ear, 'Thow'lt bluſh to diſbelieve. 

A languid, leaden Iteration reigns, ' 
And ever muſt, o'er 'Thoſe, whoſe Joys are Joys 
Of Sight, Smell, Taſte: The Cuckow-ſeaſons ſing 
The ſame dull Note to ſuch as nothing prize, _ 
But what thoſe Seaſons from the teeming Earth, 
To doating Sex/e indulge. But nobler Minds, 
Which reliſh Fruits unripen'd by the Surv, 
Make their Days various ; various as the Dyes 
On the Dove's Neck, which wanten in hs Rays. 
On Minds of Dove-like Innocence poſteſt, 
: On lighten'd Minds, that baſk in Virtue's Beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing c/d revolves 
In That, for which they long ; for which they live, 
Their glorious Efforts, wing'd with Heav'nly Hope, - 
Each riſing Morning ſees {till higher riſe ; 
Each bounteous Dawn its Novelty preſents 
To worth maturing, zew Strength, Luftre, Fame; 
While Nature's Circle, like a Chariot-wheel 
Rolling beneath their elevated Aims, 
Makes their fair Proſpect fairer ev'ry Hour ; 
Advancing Firtuz, 'n a Line to Bliſs ; 
Virtue, which Chriſtian Motives beſt inſpire ! 
And Bliſs, which Chriſtian Schemes alone enſure ! 

And ſhall we then, for Virtue's Sake, commence | 
_ Apoſtates ? and turn Infdels for Joy ? 
A Truth it is, Few doubt, but Fewer truſt, 
« He fins againft this Life, who lights the nexe. 7 
What 1s this Life ? How Few hear Fav'rite know ? 


_ Fond 
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Fond in the Dark, and blind in our Embrace, 
| By paſſionately loving Life, we make | 
 Lov'd Life unlovely ; hugging her to Death, 


Life has no Value, as an End, but Means ; = 


Not to be mention'd, but with Shouts of Praiſe ! 
Not to be thought on, but with Tides of Joy : 


Have I not made my triple Promiſe good ? 


Waxes, and wanes ? (In all propitious, Night 


_ , Or, if an Age, it is a Moment till ; 
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We give to Time Eternity's Regard ; ES. 
And, dreaming, take our Paſſage for our Port. 


An End deplorable ! ! a Means divine ! 


When ?tis our All, tis Nothing ; worle than * DEagRt 
A Neſt of Pains ; when held as Nothing, Much : 


Like ſome fair Hum'riſts, Life is'moſi enjoy'd, | 
When courted leaft ; moſt worth, . when diſeſteem” d; 
Then *tis the Seat of Comfort, rich in Peace; _ 
In Proſpe& richer far ; Important! Awful ! 


The mighty Baſis of eternal Bliſs ! 
Where now the barren Rock ? the im Shrew ; P, 
Where now, LoxtEnzo! Life's eternal Round ? 


Vain is the World ; but only to the Vain. 
'To what compare we then this varying Scene, 
Whoſe Worth. ambiguous riſes, and declines ? 


Afiits me Here) Compare it to the Moon ; 
Dark in herſelf, and indigent ; but rich 
In berrow'd Luftre from a higher Sphere. 


When groſs Guilt interpoſes, Lab'ring Earth, 
: O'erſhadow'd, mourns a deep Eclipſe of Joy ; | 
'Her Joys, at brighteſt, pallid to that Font 

Of full effulgent Glory, whence they flow. 


Nor is that Glory diſtant: Oh Lozxenzo! 
A good Man, and an Angel! Theſe between 
How'thin the Barrier ? What divides their F ate Þ 
Perhaps a Moment, or perhaps a_ Year 


1 mM@w., | | 
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A Moment 


WT 5c it is often, and why not to Thee ? _. 
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: A Moment, or Eternity's forgot. | 

Thc be, what once they were, who now are Gods 3 
Pc what PHILANDER was, and claim the Skies,. 


Starts timid Nature at 'the gloomy Paſs ? 
'The /oft Tranſition call it ; and be chear'd : 


To hope the beſt is pious, brave, and wiſe 
And may itſelf procure, what it preſumes. 
Life is much flatter'd, Death is much traduc'd ; 
Compare'the Rivals, and the kinder crown. 
© Strange Competition 1.-True, Lortnzo! Strange | 
So Little Life can caſt into the Scale, 
Life makes the Soul dependent on the Duſt ; 
Death gives her Wings to mount above the Spherey 


WE 71:ro' Chinks, &y1'd Organs, dim L:/+ peeps at Light 5 


8 Death burits th*involving Cloud, and all is Day ; 
All Eye, all Ear, the diſembody'd Power. | 

Death has feign'd Evils, Nature ſhall not feel ; 

Life, Ills ſubſtantial, Y/3/dom cannot ſhun. 

Is not the mighty M:xd, that Son of Heaven! 

By Tyrant Life dethron'd, impriſon'd, pain'd ? 

By Degth inlarg*d, ennobled, deify'd ? 

Death but intombs the Body ; Life the Soul. 

&« 1s Death then guiltleſs? How he marks his Way - 

*« With dreadful Waſte of what deſerves to ſhine! _ 

« Art, Genius, F ortune, elevated Power ! 

<« With various Luſtres The/e light up the World, 

«© Which Deazh puts out, - and darkens human Race,” 

I orant, Loxexzo! this Inditment juſt : 

The Sage, Peer, Potentate, King, *, ASS ! 

Death humbles Theſe ; more barb'rous Life, the Alan. 

Life is the Triumph of our mould'ring Clay ; 

Death, of the Spirit infinite ! divine ! 

Death has no Dread, but what frail Life i imparts ; 

Nor Life true Joys but what kind + ones. ns. rae 
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No Bliſs has Life to boaſt, till Death can give 
Far greater ; Life's a Debtor to the Grave, 
Dark Lattice ! letting in eternal Day. 
LorEnzo ! bluſh at Fonareſs for a Life, 
| Which ſends celeſtial Souls on Errands vile, 
_ To cater for the Senſe ; and ſerve at Boards, 
Where ev'ry Ranger of the Wilds, perhaps 
Each Reptile, juſtly claims our upper Hand. 
Luxurious Feaſt ! a Soul, a Soul immortal, 
In all the Dainties of a Brute bemir'd !_ 
Lopxxtnzo! bluſh at Terror for a Death, 
| Which gives thee to repole in feſtive Bow'rs, 
Where Nettars ſparkle, Angels miniſter, | 
And more than Angels ſhare, and raiſe, and crown, 
- And eternize, the Birth, Bloom, Burſts of Bliſs. 
| What need I more ? O Death, the Palm is thine. 
IF "Then welcome, Death! thy dreaded Harbingers, 
Hee, and Dijea/Je ; Diſeaſe, tho* long my Guelt ; 
That plucks my Nerves, thoſe tender Strings of Life; 
Which, pluckt a little more, wall toll the Bell, 
_ 'That calls my few Friends to my Funeral ; 
Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a Tear, 
While Reaſon and Religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the Dead, and crown his 'Tomb 
With Wreath triumphant, Death is Victory ; 
It binds in Chains the raging 111s of Life ; | 
| Luft and Ambition, Wrath and Awvarice, 
| : Dragg'd at his Chariot-wheel, applaud his Power. 
* "That Llls corrofive, Cares 1mportunate, 
| Are not 7mmortal too, O Death! is Thine, 
' Our Day of Diſſolution !—Name it right ; 
f 


*Tis our great Pay-day ; tis our Harveſt, rich 
And ripe : What tho? the Sickle, ſometimes keen, 
Juſt ſcars us as we reap the golden Grain ? 

Mars than han thy Balm, O exadagh / heals the Wound. | 
1 3 I pies Birth's 
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Birth's foeble Cry, and Death's deep diſmal Groan, 

Are ſlender Tributes low-taxt Nature pays | 

For mighty Gain : The Gain of each, a Life ! 

But O! the laſt the former ſo tranſcends, 

Life dies, compar'd ; Life lives beyond the Grave. 

And feel I, Death ! no Joy from Thought of Thee ? 

Death, the great Counſellor, who Man inſpires 

= With ev'ry nobler Thought, and fairer Deed ! 

_ Death, the Deliv? Ter, who reſcues Man ! | 

Death, the Rewarder, who the Reſeu'd crowns ! 

Death, that abſolves my Birth ; a Curſe without it ! > 

Rich Death, that realizes all my Cares, | 

'Toils, Virtues, Hopes ; without it a Chimera ! 

Death, of all Pain the Period, not of Joy ; | 

Joy's Source, and Sabjed, ftill ſfubſiſt unhurt ; 

One, in my Soul ; and One, in her great Sire 5 

Tho? the four Winds were warring for my Duſt. 

Yes, and from Winds, and Waves, and central N ight, 

'Tho? priſon'd there, my Duſt too I reclaim, : 

(To Duſt when drop proud Nature's proudeſt Spheres) 

And live entire. Death is the Crown of Life : 

Were Death deny'd, poor Man would live-in vain ; 

Were Death deny'd, to live would not be Life ; , 

Were Death deny'd, ev'n Fools would with to die. 

Death wounds to cure :: We fall ; we riſe ; we reign?! 

Spring from our Fetters ; faſten in the' Skies ; 

Where blooming Eqen withers in our Sight; 

Death gives'us more than was in Ze» loſt 

'This King of Terrors is the Prince of Peace. | 

When ſhall I die to Vanity, Pain, Death ? | Mo 

When ſhall I die ?—When ſhall [ live for ever? / 
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Our only Curr for the FEAR of 
| DEATH, | 


And Proper SenTIMENTS of Hear on 
_ that [neſtimable Blcſſing. 


' Humbly Inſcribed 


To the Hon" Mr. YO RK 4 


= 


 Much-indebted Mufe, O Yor xt ! intrudes. 
Amid the Smiles of Fortune, and of Youth, 
'Thine Ear is patient of a ſerious Song, © 
How deep implanted in the Breaſt of Man' 
The Dread of Death ! I fing its ſov'reign Cure. 
Why ftart at Death? Where is he't Death arriv'd, 

Is paſt ; not-come, 'or gone, He's never here. 
Ere Hope, Senſation fails ; Black-boding Man | 
Receives, not. /uffers, Death's tremendous Blow, 
The Knell, the Shroud, the Mattock, and the Grave 
'The * ep damp Vault, the SMES, and the Worm ; 
I: tv + Thel 


- The Chriftian Triumph. $3 
Theſe are the Bugbeats of a Winter's Eve, 
The Tertors of the Living, not the Dead. 
Imagination's F oot, and Error*s Wretch, 
Man makes a Death, which Nature never made ; . 
Then on the Point of his own Fancy falls ; 
And feels'a thouſand-Deaths, in fearing one. 
But were Death frightful, 'what has Age to fear ? > 
If prudent, Age ſhould mett the friendly Foe, | 
And ſhelter in his hoſpitable Gloom. | 
[I fcarce can meet a Monumentr, (but holds. 
My Younger ;' e*ry Date cries—* Come away.” 
And what recalls me? Look the World aromnd, 
And tell me what : The Wiſeſt cannot tell. 
Should any born of Woman give his Thought 
Full Range, on juſt Di/ike's' nabounded Field ; 
Of Things, the Vanity ; of Me1, the Flaws 
Flaws in the Be; the Many, Flaw all o'er; 
As Leopards, ſpotted, or, as Aithiops, cark ; 
Viracious 1; Good dving immature ;; 
(How immature, Nazzc1ssa's Marble tells) 
_ And at its Death bequeathins' endleſs Pain ; 
His Heart, tho':bold, would ficken at/the Sight, 
And ſpend itſelf in Sichs for future. Scenes. 
But grant to. Life (and juſt" it 1s 'to grant 
To lucky Life) ſome Perguilites of Joy;  _ 
A Time there 4s, when, like a'thri:e-told Tale, 
Long-rifled; Life 'of Sweet can yield no more. 
But from our Comment on the Comedy, | 
Pleaſing Refle#ions on' Parts well-ſuſtain'd, 
Or purpos'd Emendations where. we fail'd, 
Or Hopes of Plaudits from' our:caadid Judge, 
When, on their Exit, Souls are bid unrobe, | | 
Toſs Fortwwe'back her Tinſel, and her Plume, 6 
And & drop this Maſk of F}-th behind the Sy 
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Foreign Comedians, a ſpruce Band ! arrive, 


When in his Courtiers Ears I pour my Plaint, 


And ſqueeze my Hand, and beg-me come To-morrow 3 


_ Wiſhing, that conſtant Hefic of a Fool ; ; 


And ſimpler Diet ; Gifts of rural Life: 


With me, that Time is come ; my World is dead ; 
A new World riſes, and new Manners reign : : 


To puſh' me from: the Scene, or hiſs me Fong 
What a pert Race-ſtarts up! The Strangers gaze, 
And I at them ; my Neighbour is unknown ; 5TH, 
Nor that the worſt : Ah me! the dire Effet . = 
Of loit'ring here, of Death defrauded long ; | 
Of old ſo gracious (and let that fullice), : 
My very Maſter knows me not. —— 

Shall I dare ſay, Peculiar 1s the F ate ? "FP 
Ive been ſo long remember'd, I'm forgot. 
An Obje& ever prefling dims the Sight, 
And hides behind its Ardor to be ſeen. 
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They drink it as the Near of the Great; 
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Refuſal ! can't thou wear a ſmoother Form ? 
Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my Theme * 
Who cheapens Life, abates the Fear of Death : 
'Twice-told the Period ſpent on ſtubborn Troy, 
Court-Favour, yet untaken, I beſiege ; 
Ambition's ill-judg'd Effort to be rich. 

Alas! Ambition makes my Lntle, leſs; | 
Embitt'ring the Poſleſs'd : Why with for 1 more z 
WW:/hing, of all Employments, is the worſt; 
Philoſophy*'s Reverſe; and Health's Decay ! | 
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| Were I as plump, as ſtall'd Theology, 


Wiſhing would waſte me to this Shade auth WY : f 
Were I as wealthy as a South-Sea Dream, Ph 2A 
Fiſhing is 'an Expedient to be poor. 


Caught at'a Court ; purg'd' of by purer Air, | 
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Bleſt be that Hand divine, which gently laid 
= My Heart at Reſt, beneath this humble Shed. 
= 'ſhe World's a ftately Bark, on dangerous Seas, 

W With Pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our Peril : 
Here, on a fingle Plank, thrown ſafe aſhore, 
I hear the 'Tumult of the diſtant Throng, 
As that of Seas remote, or dying Storms ; 
And meditate on Scenes, more ſilent ſtill ; 
Purſue my Theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 
Here, like a Shepherd gazing from his Hut, - 
= Touching his Reed, or leaning, on his Staff, 
W- Eager 4mbition's fiery Chace ] ſee ; 
WW I ſee the circling Hunt of noiſy Men, 
= Burſt Law's.Incloſure, leap the Mounds of Right, 
= Purſuing, and purſu'd, each other's Prey ; | 
= 4s Wolves, for Rapine ; as the Fox, for Wiles ; 
Till Death, that mighty- Hunter, earths them all, _. 
Why all this Toil for [Triumphs of an Hour ? | 
What, tho? we wade in Wealth, or ſoar in Fame? 
Earth's higheſt Station ends in, © Here he lies :?? 
And «© Duſt to Duſt ** concludes her nobleſt Song. 
If this Song lives, Poſterity ſhall know _ 
One, tho? in Britain born, with Courtiers bred, 
Who thought e'en Gold might come a: Day too late ; 
Nor on his ſubtle Death-bed plann'd his Scheme 
For future Vacancies in Church or State ; 
Some Avocation deemang 1 it——to die; 
Unbit by Rage canine of dying rich ; 
Guilt's Blunder ! and the loudeſt Laugh of Hell, 
O.my Coevals ! Remnants of yourſelyes !- 
Poor'human Ruins, tott'ring o'er the Grave ! 
Shall we, ſhall aged Men, like aged Trees, FY 
Strike deeper their vile Root, and cloſer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched Soil ? - "X 
Shall our pale, wither'd Hands, be {till Rretch'd out, 6 
D 4 __ Trembling 
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Man wants but Little ; nor that Little, long ; 


Which frugal Nature lent him for an Hour ! 
Years wnexperienc'd ruſh on num'rous 11ls ; 
And ſoon as Man, expert from "Time, has found - 


To play Life's ſubtle Game, I fcarce believe 


-Life's Lee is not more father, than impure, 
And wapid; Senſe and Rea/jon ſhew the Door, 
- Call for my Bier, and point me to the Duſt, , 


Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun ; 
Whoſe all-prolific Beam late call'd me forth 


The Worm's Inferjor, and, in Rank, beneath 


' To drink the Spirit of the golden Day, . 
And triumph in Exiftence ; and couldit know 
No Motive, but my Blifs ; and haſt ordain'd 
A Rule in Blefling ! with the Patriarch's Joy, 
Thy Call I follow to the Land unknown ; 
1 icuſt | in Thee, and know | in whom I craft ; ; 


_— - _ - —_— ” 
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Trembliag, at once, with Eagerneſs and Ape? 
With Av'rice, and Convulſions, graſping hard ? 
Graſping at Air ! for what has Earth beſide ? 


How ſoon muſt he refign his very Dutt, 


The Key of Life, it opes the Gates of Death. 
When in this Vale of Years I backward look, 
And miſs ſuch Numbers, Numbers too of ſuch, 
Firmer im Health, and greener in their Age, 
And ftricter on their Guard, and fitter far 


E Rill ſurvive: And am I fond of Life, 

Who ſcarce can think it poſſible, I hve ? 
Alive by Miracle ! or, what is next, 

| Alive by MzapD! If 1 am till alive, 

Who long have bury'd what gives Life"to live, 
Firmneſs of Nerve, and Energy of T bought. 


© Thou great Arbiter of Life and Death ! 


From Darkneſs, teeming Darknels, where I lay 


The Duſt I tread on, high to bear my Brow, 
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Or Life or Death, is equal ; neither weighs : 

- AY Weight in this =O let me live to Thee ! 

Tho? Natare's 'Terrors, thus, may be repreſt ; 
Still frowns grim/Dearh; Guilt points the Tyrant's Spear. 
And whence all human Guilt? From Death forgot. 
Ah me! too long 1 ſet at Nought the Swarm 

Of friendly Warnings, which around me flew ; 

And ſmil'd, unſmitten : Small my Cauſe to ſmile !_ 
Death's Admonitions, like Shafts upward ſhot, | 
More dreadful by Delay ; the longer ere 

They ſtrike our Hearts, the deeper 1s their Wound. 
O think how deep, Lorenzo! here it ſtings: 
Who can appeaſe its Anguiſh ?. How it burns! 


What healing Hand can pour the Balm of Peace ? 

And turn my Sight undaunted on the Tomb ? 

With Joy, —with Grief, that healing Hand I ſee ; 
Ah! too conſpicuous |. It is fix'd on high. 
On high ?—What means my Phrenzy ? I blaſpheme z 
Alas ! how Jaw ! how far beneath the Skies ! * 


But bleeds the-Balm I want— yet ſtill it bleeds. 

Draw the dire Steel—Ah no !—the dreadful Blefling * 
What Heart or can ſuſtain, or dares forego ? 

There hangs all human Hope ; that Nail ſupports 
The falling Univerſe: 'That gone, we drop ; 
Horror receives us, and the diſmal Wiſh _ 
Creation had been ſmother'd in her Birth— 
Darkneſs His Curtain, and His Bed the Duſt ; 
When Stars-and Sun are Duft beneath his Throne? 
In Heayv*n itſelf can ſuch Indulgence dwell ? 

O what a Groan was there ! A Groan not His. 

He ſeiz'd our dreadful Right ; the Load fuſtain'd; 
And heav'd the Mountain from a guilty World, 


A thouſand Worlds, /o bought, were bought too dear, 
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| What Hand the barb'd, invenom'd, Thought can draw? | 


'The Skies it form'd ; and now it bleeds for me—— . 
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Senſations new in Angels Boſoms eſe 3: wp 
Suſpend their Song ; and make a Pauſe in Bliſs. 
O for zheir Song to reach my lofty Theme! .,. + 
Inſpire me, Night ! with all thy tuneful Spheres inſpire ; ., 
Hiſt T with Seraphs ſhare ſeraphic 'Themes, 
And ſhew to Men the Dignity of Man ; 
Leſt I blaſpheme my Subje& with my Song. 
Shall Pagan Pages glow celeſtial Flame, _, . 
And Chriſtian languiſh,? On our Hearts, not Heads 
Falls the foul Infamy : My Heart! awake. 
What can. awake thee, unawak'd by this, 
he Expended Deity on buman Weal 2? _ _. 
Feel the.great Truths, 'which burft the tenfold Night | 
zOf Heathen Error, with a golden Flood 
Of endleſs Day ; To feel, is to be fir'd ; 
| And to believe, Loztnzo! is to feel. _ 
Thou-moſt indulgent, moſt tremendous Pow?r ! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wond”rous 2H BE 
'That arms, with Awe more aweful, thy. Commands z.. 
_ And foul Tranſgrefſion dips in fev'nfold Night, . 
How our Hearts tremble at thy Love immenſe ! 
In Love immenſe, inviolably Juſt! « 
'Thou, rather.than thy. Z«//ice ſhould be ain 'd,. 
Didft ſtain the Cre/s; and, Work of Wenders, far _ 
"The greateſt, that thy Deareſt far might bleed. __. 
Bold Thought. Shall I dare ſpeak. it, or repreſs ? 
Should Man more execrate, or boaſt, the Guilt _ 
_ Which rous'd ſuch Vengeance? which ſuch Love inflam'd ? 
O'er Guilt (how mountainous!) with out-ſtretcht Arms, 
\ Stern Tuftice,, and ſoft-fmilng Love, nar (high 
Suppcrting, in full. Majefty, thy Throne,:. 
When ſeem'd-its Majeſty: to need Support, tbh 
Or Tyat, or Man, inevitably loft, _ naghe 
What, but the Faihermie/s5 of 'T hought aides 
Could labour ſach Expedient from Deſpair, |. X 
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And reſcue both ! Both reſcue! Both exalt !. FINS" | 
O how are both exalted by the Deed! 

The wond'rous Deed ! or ſhall I call it more? 

=_ A Wonder in Omnipotence itſelf ! 

= 4 Mytery, no leſs to Gods than Men ! 

—_ Not, zhzs, our. Infidels th* Erernal draw, 

A God all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, + : 
Full-orb'd, in his whole Round of Rays complete : 

7 hey ſet at Odds Heav'n's jarring Attributes ; 
And, with one Excellence, another wound ; 

Maim Heav'n's PerfeCtion, break its equal Beams,' 
Bid Mercy triumph over—God himſelf, 39 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious Praiſe : 

A God 41] Mercy, is a God unjuſt, X 

Ye brainleſs Wits ! ye baptiz'd Infidels 1 

Ye worſe for mending ! waſh'd to fouler Stains ! 

The Ranſom was paid down ; the F und of Heavn, 
Heav'n's inexhauſtible exhauſted Fund, LM 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the Price; icy 
All Price beyond-: Tho? curious to compute, 
Archangels fail'd to caſt the mighty Sum: 

Its Value vaſt ungraſpt by Minds —_——CcC 
For ever hides, and glows in, the Supreme. WE 
And was the Ranſom paid ? It was: and pat 

(What can exalt the Bounty 'more ?) for You." 

'The Sun beheld it=No, the ſhocking Scene' | *' = 
Drove back his Chariot : Midnight veil'd his Face ; ; G 

W Not ſuch as Tis; not ſuch as Nature makes 3 z DOES 
= 4 Midnght, Nature ſhudder'd to behold; 
A Midnight new ! a dread Eclipſe (without © 

Oppoſing Spheres) -from her. Creator's' Frown ! T4 

Sun ! didft thou fly thy Maker's Pain ? Or ſtart 

At that enormous Load of human Guilt,  * | 
Which bow'd his bleſſed Head ; o'erwhelm'd his Croſs 3 | 
Mor groan, the Centre ; burſt Earth's marble'Womb; 

D 6 With 
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With Pangs, ſtrange Pangs ! deliver'd of her Dead ? 

Hell howld ; and Heav*n that Hour let fall a Tear ; 

Heav'n wept, that Men might fmile ! 'Heav'n bled, that 

Might never die ! , Fn 
And is Devotion Virtue-? Tis + TY. 

What Heart of Stone,. but glows at Thoughts like Theſe? 

Such Contemplations mount us ; and ſhould mount 

The Mind ſtill higher ; nor ever glance on Man, 

Unraptur'd,- uninflam'd.— Where roll my Thoughts . - 

To reſt from Wonders ?' Other Wonders riſe ; | 

And ftrike where-e'er they roll : My Soul is caught : | 

Heav*n's ſov'reign Bleflings, clufſt'ring from the Croſs, 

Ruſh on her, in a Throng, and cloſe her round, 

 _. The Pris ner of Amaze !——lIn His bleſt Life, 

I fee the Paph, and, in His Death, the Price, 

And in His great A/cent, the Proof Supreme 

Of Immortality, — And did He riſe ? 

Hear, O ye Nations! hear it, O ye Dead! 

He roſe! He rofe | He burſt the Bars of Death. 

Lift up your Heads, ye everlaſting Gates ! 

_ And pive the King of Glory to come in : 

Who is the King of Glory ? He who left | 

His Throne of Glory, for the Pang of Death : 

Lift up your Heads, ye everlaſting Gates } | 

. And give the King of Glory to come in. 

Who is the King of Glory ? He who flew 

'The rav'nous Foe, that gcrg'd all human Race ! 

The King of Glory, He, whoſe Glory fill'd 

_ _Heav'n with Amazement at his Love to Man ; 

And with Divine Complacency beheld 

Pow'rs moſt illumin'd, wilder'd in the Theme. : 
The Theme, the Joy, how then ſhall Mar ſuſtain ? 

- Oh the burſt Gates! cruſh'd Sting ! demoliſh'd Throne! 

| LaftGaſp! of vanquith'd Death. Shout Earth and Heav'n! 

"This Sum of Good 'to Man, Who/e Noe, then, 
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Took Wing, and mounted with Him from the Tomb! 
Then, then, I roſe ; then firit Humanity | 


Triumphant paſt the Cryſtal Ports of Light, 


(Stupendous Gueſt !) and ſeiz'd eternal Youth, _ 
Seiz'd in our Name. E-er fince, 'tis blaſphemous 
To call Man mortal. Man's Mortality 

Was, then, transferr'd to Death ; and Heay? n' $ Duration 
Unalienably ſeald to this frail Frame, . , 
This Child of Daft — Man, all-1mmortal ! Hail ; 
Hail, Heav*n ! all-laviſh of ſtrange Gifts to Man ! 


Thine all the Glory ; Man's the boundleſs Bliſs. 


Where am I rapt by this triumphant 'Theme, 
On Chriſtian Joy's exulting Wing, .above 
'Th* Aonian Mount ?—Alas, ſmall Cauſe for Joy! 
What if to Pain immortal ? If Extent 
Cf Being, to preclude a Cloſe of Woe ? 
Where, then, my Boaſt of Immortality ? 
I boaft it ſtill, tho? cover'd o'er with Guilt ; 


| For Guilt, not innocence, His Life he pour'd ; 


Tis Guilt alone can juſtify his Death ; 
Nor 'That, unleſs His Death can juftify 


Relenting Guilt in Heav'n's indulgent Sight, 
If, fick of Folly, I relent ; He writes 


. My Name in Heav'n, with that inverted Spear 


(A Spear deep-dipt in Blood !) which pierc'd his Side, 
And open'd there a Font for all Mankind, 


Who firive, who combat Crimes, to drink, and live : 


This, only this, ſubdues the Fear of Death. 
And what 1s This ?—Survey the wond'rous Cure ; ; 


| And at each Step, let higher Wonder riſe ! 


* Pardon for infinite Offence ! and Pardon 


: * Thro' Means, that ſpeak its Value infinite ! 


« A Pardon bought with Blood ! with Blood Divine! 
*« With Blood Divine of Him, I made my Foe! 


« Perſited to provoke ! tho* woo'd and aw'd, 


5 Bs Bleſt, 


; 
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© Bleft, and chaſtis'd, a flagrant Rebel fill! 


_ ©. Nor I alone! a Rehel Univerſe ! 


_ *« Moft joy'd, for the Redeem'd from deepeſt Guile! | 


Oh what a Scale of Miracles is here! 


Praife ! flow for ever, (if Aſtoniſhment 


With her ſoft Plume (from pJau/fve Angels Wing - 


« A Rebel, *midſt the Thunders of his Throne ! 


cc My Species up in Arms ! not One exempt ! 
«« Yet for the Fouleft of the Foul, He dies ; 


© As if our Race were held of higheſt Rank ; 
*« And Godhead dearer, as more kind to Man!” 
Bound, ev'ry Heart! and, ev'ry Boſom, burn ! 


Its loweft Round, high planted on the Skies ;- 
Its tow'ring Summit loſt beyond the Thought 
| Of Man or Angel! Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful Aſcent, with equal Praiſe ! 


Will give thee Leave) my Praiſe! for ever flow ; - 
Praiſe Ardent, Cordial, Conſtant, to High Heav? o- 
More fragrant, than Arabia fſacrific'd ; EST 
And all her fpicy Mountains in a Flame, - - + - * 

' $0 dear, -ſo due to Heavn, ſhall Praiſe deſcend, - 


_ Firft pluck'd by Man) to tickle mortal Ears, 

© Thus diving in the Pockets of the Great? 

1s Praiſe the Perquiſite of ev'ry Paw, ' | 
'Tho” black as Hell, that grapples well for Gold? 
Oh Love of Gold! thou meaneſt of Amours! 
Shall Praiſe hzr Odours waſte on VieTue's Dead, 
Embalm the Baſe, perfume-the Stench 'of SIR 
Earn dirty Bread by waſhing Ethiops fair, + 
Removing Filth, or ſinking it from Bs : | 
A Scavenger-in, Scenes, where wacant Poſts,  *' | | 
Like Gibbets yet untenanted, expect - vl 
"Their future Ornaments ? From Courts and Thrones, / 
- Return ; "_ Praiſe ! thou ane! 


Lo 


Thou 


| . © The Chriſtian Triumph. 6g 
W Thou Proftitute ! to thy firſt Love return, {5-8 _— 
| Thy firſt, thy greateſt, once unrival'd Theme, | | 
There flow redundant ; like Meander flow, 
Back to thy Fountain ; to that Parent Pow'r, _ | 
Who gives the Tongue to ſound, the Thought to four 
The Soul to be. Men Homage pay to Men, 
Thoughtleſs | beneath whoſe dreadful Eye they, bow 
W In mutual -Awe profound, of Clay to Clay, lj 
3 Of Guilt to Guilt; and turn their Backs on 'Thee, _ F 
W Great Sire ! whom Thrones celeſtial ceaſeleſs ing; 
To proſtrate Angels, an amazing Scene ! | IEEE | 
O the Preſumption of Man's Awe for Man ! ED 
Man's Author ! End! Reftorer ! Law! and Judge ! EIT [] 
Thine, All ; Day thine, and thine this Gloom of Night, 
With all her Wealth, with all her radiant Worlds : 
What, Night eternal, but a Frown froia Thee 2? 
What, Heav'n's meridian Glory, but thy Smile ? 
And ſhall not Praiſe be Thine ? Not Human Praiſe >? - 
While Heav'n's high Hoſt on Hallelujabs live ? 
O may I breathe no longer, than'I breathe 
My Soul mm Praiſe to Him, who gave my Soul, 
And all her Infinite of ProſpeQ fair, 
Cut thro? the Shades of Hell, great Lowe / 7 by Thee, | | 
| Oh moſt adorable ! moſt unador'd! _ Ph i 
Where ſhall that Praiſe begin, which ne'er ſhould md? | 
Where-e'er I turn, what Claim on all Applauſe ! | 
How is Night's ſable Mantle labour'd o'er, 
How richly wrought, with Attributes divine ! 
What J/;/dom ſhines ! what Love! This Midnight Pomp, 
This gorgeous Arch, with golden Worlds inlay'd! 
Built with divine Ambition ! . nought to 'Thee ; 
For Others this Profuſion : Thou, Apart, 
Above! Beyond ! Oh tell me, mighty Mind ! 
Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the Deep 2 
Call to the Sur, or aſk the roaring Hinds, 
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For their Creator ? Shall I queſtion loud —«© 


The Thunder, if in that th'Almighty dwells ? 
Or holds he furious Storms in ftreighten'd Reins, 


And bids fierce Whirkwinds wheel his rapid Car? 


What mean theſe Queſtions ?—Trembling I retra ; 
My proſtrate Soul adores the pre/ext God : | 
Praie I a diſtant Deity ? He tunes 


My Voice (if tun'd) ; the Nerve, that writes, ſuſtains: 
Wrap'd in his Being, I reſound his Praiſe : 


But tho” paſt 4/! diffus'd, without a Shore, 
His Eſſence ; local is his Throne (as meet), * 
To gather the Diſperſt (as Standards call 


The Lifted from afar) ; to fix a Point, '», 


A central Point, colleQve of his Sons, | 


Since finite ev'ry Nature, but his own. 


The nameleſs He, whoſe Nod is Nature's Birth ; 
And Nature's Shield, the Shadow of his Hand ; 
Fler Diffolution, his ſuſpended Smile! — 
The great Fir/-Laft ! pavilion'd high he fits _ 
In Darkneſs, from exceſſive Splendor, borne, 
By Gods unſeen, unleſs thro? Luſtre loſt. 
His Glory, - to created Glory, bright, 
As'that'to- central Horrors ; He looks down 
On all that ſoars ; and ſpans Immenſity, 
Tho? N:ght unnumber'd Worlds unfolds to View, 


Boundleſs Creation ! what art thou ? A Beam, 


A mere Effuvium of his Majeſty : - 

And ſhall an Atom of this Atom-World 

Mutter, in Duſt and Sin, the Theme of Heav? n? 
Down to the Centre ſhould I ſend my Thought 

Thro' Beds of glitt'ring Ore, and glowing Gems, # 
Their beggar'd Blaze' wants Luſtre for my Lay; _ 
Goes out in Darkneſs: If, on tow'ring Wing, 


T ſend it through the boundleſs Vault of Stars ; 


The Stars, tho? rich, what Drofs their Gold to Thee, 
Great! 


bY 


| | 
The Chriftion Triumph. 65 
Great! Good! Wiſe ! Wonderful } Eternal King! 
If to thoſe con/cious Stars thy Throne around, 
Praiſe ever-pouring, and imbibing Bliſs ; 
And afk their Strain ; They want it, more they want, 
Poor their Abundance, humble their Sublime, 
Languid their Energy, their Ardor cold, 
Indebted ſtill, their higheſt Rapture burns ; 
Short of its Mark, defective, tho' divine. 

Still more—This Theme is Man's, and Man's alone; 3 
Their vaſt Appointments reach it not : They ſee 
On Earth a Bounty not indulg'd on high ; 
And downward look for Heav*n's ſuperior Praiſe ! 
Firſt-born of Ether ! high in Fields of Light ! 
View Man, to ſee the Glory of your God! 
Could Angels envy, they had envy'd here; 
And ſome 4id envy » and the reſt, tho? Gods, 
Yet ſtill Gods wnredeern'd (there triumphs Man, 
Tempted to weigh the Duſt againſt the Skies) 
'They leſs would feel, tho' more adorn, my Theme. 
They ſung Creation (for in that they ſhar'd;) 
How roſe in Melody, the Child of Love! 
Creation's great Superior, Man ! is Thine ; 
'Thine is Redemption ; They juſt gave the Key ; 
Tis Thine to raiſe, and eternize, the Song z 
Tho? human, yet divine ; for ſhould not this 
Raife Man o'er Man, and kindle Seraphs here ? 
Redemption ! *twas Creation more ſublime ; 
Redemption ! *twas the Labour of the Skies ; 
Far more than Labour—It was Death in Heav'n, 
A Truth fo ſtrange !'*twere bold to think it true 3 
If not far boter ſtill, to diſbelieve. | 

Here pauſe, and pondef 5 Was there Death in Heav' n? 
What then on Earth? On Earth, which ſtruck the Blow ? . 
Who ftruck it? Who ?—O how is Man inlarg'd, | 
Seen thro? this Medium ! how the Pygmy tow'rs ! 


66 The Comriatug, Night 4, 
How counterpois'd his Origin from Duſt! + | 
How counterpois'd, to:Duſt his ſad Return! 

| How voided his vaſt diſtance from the Skies !- 

| How near he prefles on the Seraph's Wing ! 
Which is the Seraph ? Which the Born of Clay ? 
How This demonftrates, thro' the thickeſt Cloud 
Of Guilt, and Clay condenft, the Son of Heav'n! 
The double Son ; the Made, and the Re-made! 
And ſhall Heav'n's double Property be loft ?. 
Man's double Madneſs only can deſtroy. 

To Man the bleeding Croſs has promis'd 4/I ; 

The bleeding Croſs has ſworn eternal Grace ; 

| Who gave his Life, what Grace ſhall He deny ? 

| O ye! who, from this Rock of Ages, leap, 
Difdainful, plunging headlong in the Deep ! 
What cordial Joy, what Conſolation ſtrong, 
Whatever Winds ariſe, or Billows roll, 

Our Int'reſt in the Maſter of the Storm ? 

_ Cling 2here, and in wreck'd Nature's Ruins ſmile 3 

While vile Apoſtates zremble in a Calm. _ 

Man ! Know thyſelf. All Wiſdom centres there 3 
'To none Man ſeems ignoble, but to Man ; 
Angels that Grandeur, Men o'erlook, admuare : 
How long ſhall Human. Nature be Their Book, 
Degen'rate Mortal ! and unread by Thee? 
'The Beam dim Reaſon ſheds ſhews Wonders There ; 
What high Contents ! Illuftrious Faculties ! 
| But the grand Comment, which diſplays at F all 
Our human Height, ſcarce ſever'd from Divine, 
By Heav'n compos'd, was publiſh'd on the Caſe. | 

Who looks on That, and ſees not in himſelf . 
| An ayeful Stranger, a Terreſtrial God? _ 

| A glorious Partner with the Deity 
In that high Attribute, immortal Life? +. _ 
| If a God bleeds, he bleeds ag for a Worm: , _ 
LOT OnY I gaze, 
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. = 1 paze, and, as 1 gaze, my mounting Soul 

[ Catches ſtrange Fire, . Eternity ! at Thee; | 

Bs And drops the World—or rather, more enjoys : He 1 

; : How chang'd the Face of Nature ! how improv'd! 

Bs What ſeem'd a Chaos, ſhines a glorious World, 

= Or, what a World, an Zen ; heighten'd all! 

W [It is another Scene! another Self! E--: 

W And fill another, as Time rolls along ; 

W And that a Self far more illuſtrious ſill. ' 

& Beyond long Ages, yet roll'd up in Shades | 

W Unpicrc'd by bold ConjeQure's keeneſt Ray, 

W What Evolutions of ſurpriſing Fate |! | 

W How Nature opens, and receives my Soul 

W In boundleſs Walks of raptur'd Thought! Where Gods 

W Encounter, and embrace me ! What new Births Ns . 

E Of ſtrange Adventure, foreign to the Sun, Ae | 

& Where what now charms, perhaps, whate'er exiſts, . | 
Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot ! | 

S Ls this extravagant ? Of Man we form 

8 Extravagant Conception, to be juſt : 

Conception unconfin'd wants Wings. to reach him 

@ Beyond its Reach, the Godhead only, more. 

He, the great Father! kindled at one. Flame ' 

The World of Rationals ; one Spirit pour'dd * © 1 

From Spirit's aweful Fountain ; pour'd Himſelf © _ | 

Thro? all their Souls ; but not in equal Stream, 2 "» 

Profuſe, or frugal, of th' inſpwring- God, OTE [ 

As his wiſe.Plan demanded ; and when paſt cl -..- 

Their various Trials, in their various Spheres, FRAN... 

If they continue rational, as made, 

Reſorbs them all into Himſelf again ; 

His Throne their Centre, -and his'Smile their Crown.” x 
Why doubt we, then, the glorious T ruth to fitig, | 

Tho? yet unſung, as deem'd, perhaps, too bold't 

Angels are Men of a ſuperior Kind; 
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| Who wade this miry Vale, and climb with Pain, 
And ſipp'ry Step, the Bottom of the Steep. - 


While Here, of Corps ethereal, ſuch enroll'd, 
And ſummon'd to the gloricus Standard ſoon, 


Micnasr has fought our Battles; Raymarr ſung 


"To wretched Man, the'Goddeſs in her Left 
Holds out this: World, and, in her Right, the nexty | 


| She gives the. Soul a Soul that Aﬀts a God. 
Religion! Providence ! an- After-State; © 


_ His Hand the $604" Man faftens on the Skies, 
| And bids Earth roll, nor feels her idle Whirl. 


Angels are Men in lighter Habit clad, 
High o'er celeſtial Mountains wing'd in Flight ; 
And Men are Angels, loaded for an Hour, 


Angwls their Failings, Mortals have their Praiſe ; 


Which flames eternal Crimfon thro? the' Skies. 
Nor are our Brothers thoughtleſs of their Kin, 
Yet abſent ; but not abſent from their Love. 


Our 'Triumphs ; GaBRI1EL on our Errands flown, 
gent by the SOV'REIGN: And are theſe, O Man! 
Thy Friends, thy warm Allies ? And Thou (Shame burn 
The Cheek to. Cinder !)Rival to the Brute ? - 

Religion's All. - Deſcending from the 'Skies 


Religion ! the ſole Voucher Man is Man ; 
Supporter ſole of Man above himſelf; 
Ev'n in this Night of Frailty, Change, and Death, 


Here is firm Footing ; here is ſolid Rock ; 
'This can ſupport us ; all is Sea beſides ; "og 
Sinks under us ; beftorms, and then devours. 


As when a Wretch,' from thick, polluted' Mir, | 
Darknefs, and Stench; and ſuffocating Damps, ' ' 
And Dungeon-Horrors, by kind Fate, diſcharg'd, 
Climbs ſome fair Eminence, where Ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Ely/an ProſpeRts riſe, . _ 
His Heart exults, his Spirits caſt their'Load ; 


The. Chriftion Triumph. 69. 
\; if new-born, he triumphs in the Change; © | 
8o joys the Soul, when from inglorious Aims, 
nd ſordid Sweets, from Feculence and Froth 
[-- Of Tics Terreftrial, ſet at large, ſhe mounts 
Wo Rra/en's Region, her own Element, | 
WD rcothes Hopes 1mmortal, and affe&s the Skies, - 
= R/igin ! thou the Soul of Happineſs ; 
nd, groaning Calvary, of thee! There ſhine. 
4 The nobleſt Truths ; zhere ſtrongeſt Motives ſting ; 
E There ſacred Violence aſſaults the Soul ; - 
3 There, nothing but Comprulficr 1s forborn. 
Z Can Love allure us ? or can "Terror awe ? 
; He weeps !—the falling Drop puts out the Sun ; 
_ Vie ſighs !—the Sigh Earth's deep Foundation ſhakes. 
: If, in his Love, fo terrible, what then _ 
W His Wrath inflam'd ? his Tenderneſs on Fire; 
W Like ſoft, ſmooth Oil, outblazing other Fires ? 
Can Pray*r, can Praiſe avert it ? Thou, my 41/7 
My Theme! My Inſpiration ! and my Crown! _ 
8 My Strength in Age! my Riſe in low Eſtate ! 
My Soul's Ambition, Pleaſure,, Wealth [\—my World !. 
My Light in Darkneſs! and my Life in Death ! 
My Boaſt thro* 'Time ! Bliſs thro? Eternity ! 
Eternity, too ſhort to ſpeak thy Praiſe ! | _ 
Or fathom thy Profound of Love to Man! 
To Man of Men the meaneſt, ev'n to me ; - 
My Sacrifice ! my God ! what Things are theſe ! 

What then art THOU ? by what Name ſhall I call 
Knew I the Name devout Archangels uſe, . [Thee? 
Devout Archangels ſhould the Name enjoy, 
| By me unrivalPd ;* Thouſands more ſublime, | 
None half ſo dear, as that, which, tho” unſpoke, —_ * 
dull. olows at Heart : O how Omnipotence 
Is loſt 4 in Love + Thou great PHILANTHROPIST ! ! 
Father of Angels! ! but the Friend of Man ! 
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Like Js cos, fondeſt of the younger born ! 
Thou, who didft fave him, ſnatch the ſmoking Brand 
From'out the Flames, and quench it in thy Blood ! 
How art thou pleas'd, by Bounty to diſtreſs! _ 
To make us groan beneath our Gratitude, 
Too big for Birth ! to favour, and confound ; 
'To challenge, and to diſtance, all Return ! 
_ Of laviſh Love ſtupendous Heights to ſoar, 
And leave Praiſe panting in the diſtant Vale! 
'Thy Right too great defrauds Thee of Thy e's 5 
And facrilegious our ſublimeſt Song. | 
But ſince the naked 7/7/ obtains thy Smile, 
Beneath this Monument of Praiſe aunpard, 
And future Life ſymphonious to my Strain, 
(That nobleſt Hymn to Heav'n !) for ever lie 
Intomb'd my Fear of Death ! and ev'ry Fear, 
'The Dread of ev'ry Evil, but Thy Frown. 

Whom ſee I yonder, ſo demurely ſmile ? 
Laughter a Labour, and might break their Reſt. 
Ye Quietiſts, in Homage to the Skies! 
Serene ! of ſoft Addreſs! who mildly make 
- An unobtruſive Tender of your Hearts, 
Abhorring Violence ! who hal: indeed ; 
Burt, for the Blefling, avre/le not with Heav'n ! 
Think you my Song too turbulent ? too warm ? 
| Are Paſſions, then, the Pagans of the Soul ?_ 
_ Reaſon alone baptiz'd ? alone ordain'd  _ 
_ To touch Things facred ? Oh for Warmer fill! > 
Guilt chills my Zeal, and Age benumbs my Pow'rs; 
| Oh for an humbler Heart, and prouder Song ! 
THOU, my much-injur'd Theme ! with that ſoft Eye, 
| Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look - 
Compaſſion to the Coldneſs of my Breaſt ; 
And Pardon to the Winter in my Strain, _ 
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The Chriſtian Triumph. 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, Formaliſ's! 
On ſuch a Theme, *tis 1mpious to be calm ; _ 
Paſſion is Reaſon, Tranſport Temper, here. 
Shall Heav'n, which gave us Ardor, and has ſhewn 
Her own for Man ſo ſtrongly, not diſdain 
Ss What ſmooth Emollients in 'Theology, 
WE Recumbent Virtue's downy Doors preach, 
W That Proſe of Piety, a lukewarm Praiſe ? 
Riſe Odours ſweet from Incenſe ninflam'd ? 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout ; | 
But when it glows, its Heat is ſtruck to Heav'n ; | 
To human Hearts her golden Harps are ftrung z; | A 
High Heav*n's Orcheſtra chaunts Amen to Man. 

Hear I, or dream I hear, their diſtant Strain, 
Sweet to the Soul, and taſting ſtrong of Heav'n, 
Soft-wafted on celeſtial P:zy*s Plume, 
'Thro? the vaſt Spaces of the Univerſe, 
To chear me in this melancholy Gloom ? | 
Oh when will Dearh (now ftingleſs), like a F riend, 
Admit me of their Choir ? Oh when will Deazh, 
This mould'ring, old, Partition-Wall throw down ? 
Give Beings, one in Nature, one Abode ? 
Oh Death Divine ! that giv'ſt us to the Skies ! 
Great Future / glorious Patron of the Paſt, 
And Preſent !- when ſhall I thy Shrine adore ? 
From Nature's Continent, immenſely wide, 
Immenſely bleſt, this little 7/e of Life, 
This dark, incarcerating Colony, 
Divides us. Happy Day ! that breaks our Chain $ 
'That manumits ; that calls from Exile home 3 
That leads to Nature's great Metropolis, 
And re-admits us, thro' the gzardian Hand 
Of elder Brothers, to our Father's Throne ; 
Who hears our Advocate; and, thro? his Wounds | 
Beholding ke allows that tender Name. 
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Tis this makes Chriftian Triumph a Command : 
*T'is this makes Joy a Duty to the WHer-. 
"F153 1mpious,.,in a good Man, to be ſad. 

Seeſt thou, LorENnZO! where hangs all our Hope 2 
Touch'd by the Crefs, we live; or, wore than die ; of 
That Torch which touch'd not Angels ; more divine, - 
Than that, which rouch'd Confuſion into Form, | 
And Darkneſs into Glory ; partial T; ouch : 2 
IneFably pre-eminent Regard ! Es, 

Sacred to Man, and Sov'reign thro” the whole 
Long golden Chain of Miracles, which hangs 
From Heav*n thro” all Duration, and ſupports | | 
In one 1lluftrious, and. amazing Plan, _- ; 
Thy Welfare, Nature | and thy God's Renown ; = 
That Touch, with Charm celefiial, heals the Soul _ S. 
Diſeas'd, drives Pain from Guilt, lights Life in Death, Mil 
Turns Earth to Heav'n, to .heav*nly Thrones transforms 

The chaſtly Ruins of the mould'ring Tomb. | 

'Doſt aſk me when? when HE who dy'd returns? 

Returns, how chang*d! Where then the Man of Woe ? 

In Glory's Terrors all the Godhead burns; 

And all -his Courts, exhauſted by the Tide , 

Of Deities triumphant in his Train, 

| Leave a ſtupendous Solitude in Heaven ; 

Repleniſht ſoon, repleniſht with tocrcaſs F 

Of Pomp, and Multitude ; a radiant Band. 

_ Of Angels new ; of Angels from the Tomb. 

| Is this by Fancy thrown remote ? and riſe 

Dark Doubts between the Promiſe, and Event ? ; 

I ſend thee not to Volumes for thy Cure ; 

Read Nartare ; Nature is'a Friend to 'Truth ; 

Nature 1s Chriſtian ; preaches to Mankind; 

And bids dead' Matter ajd us in our Creed. 

Haſt thou ne'et ſeen the Comer's flaming F light 4 

'Th* illuſtrious NNE paifing, Tear theds | 
Os 
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On gazing Nations, from his fiery Train 

"J Of Length enormous, takes his ample Round . 

= Thro' Depths of Ether ; coaſts unnumber'd Worlds, 

= Of more than ſolar Glory ; doubles wide 

Heav'n's mighty Cape ; and then reviſits Earth, 

From the long Travel of a thouſand Years. 

= Thus, at the deſtin'd Period, ſhall return 

. HE, once on Earth, who bids the Comet blaze : 

= And, with Him, a/l our Triumph o'er the Tomb, 

: Nature is dumb on this important Point ; 

' Or Hope precarious in low Whiſper breathes ; 

Faith ſpeaks aloud, difſtin& ; ev'n Adders hear, 

But turn, and dart into the Dark again. 

Faith builds a Bridge acroſs the Gulph of Death, 

To break the Shock blind Natzre cannot ſhun, 

= And lands Thought ſmoothly on. the farther Shore, 

; | Death's Terror is the Mountain Faith removes ; 

= That Mountain Barrier between Man and Peace. 

"Tis Faith diſarms Deſtruction ; and abſolves _ 

From ev'ry clam'rens Charge, the guiltleſs Tomb. 
Why diſbelieve ? Loxtnzo !—< Reaſon bids, - 

« All-facred Reaſon.” — Hold her facred full ; 

Nor ſhalt thou want a Rival in thy Flame : 

All-facred Reaſon ! Source, and Soul, of all 

Demanding Praiſe, on Earth, or Earth above! 

My Heart is thine : Deep in its inmoft Folds, 

Live thou: with Life ; live dearer of the 'Two, 

Wear I the blefled Croſs, by Fortune ſtampt | 

On paſſive Nature, before Thought was born? 

My Birth's blind Bigot ! fir'd with /ocal Zeal! 

No ; Reaſon rebaptiz'd me when adult; 

Weight'd True, and Falſe, in her impartial Scale 3 

My Heart became the Convert of my Head ; 

And made that Choice, which. once was but my F ate. 

ha Bo Argunent alone wy Faith ia built: P-gl cu 
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74 The ComPLaAinT.' Neb 4. 
Reaſom purſu'd i is Faith; and, unpurſu'd bt 
Where Proof i invites, *tis Reaſon, then, no more: 
Andſuch'onr Proof, "That, or our Faith-is right, 
Or Reaſon lyes, and Heav'n defign'd it wrong - 1 
Abſolve we This? What, then, is Blaſphemy ? br 
- Fond as we -are, and juftly fond of Faith, © | [* 
| Reaſon, we grant;' demands our firſt Regard ; - = 
The Mother honour'd, as the Daughter dear.  _ Mii 
| Reaſon the Root; 1fair Faith is but the Flower: | 


The fading Flow'r ſhall die but: Reaſon lives. 
Immortal, ias/her'Father in the Skies, 

When Faith" is Virtue, | Rea/an makes it "Ine F 
Wrong not the Chriftian ; think not Reaſon yours | 
"Tis Reaſon our great Maſter holds ſo dear 3 - = | 
"Tis Reaſen's injur'd Rights His Wrath reſents ; | | f 
"Tis Reaſon's Voice obey'd, 'His Glories crown; ] 


To give loſt Reaſon Life, He'pour'd his/own 3 . 
Believe, and ſhew the*Reaſon of a Man; On: 
We, Believe, andtafte the Pleaſure of a God ; + + + (4 » 
Believe, and look-with'Triumph on the Tomb 2 |. 
Thro? Rez/or's Wonnds-alone thy Faith-can nh LIE 
Which dying, tenfold Terror'gives to Death, 
And dips in Yenom his'twice:mortal Sting.-' 
Learn hence:what Honours, what loud Pears, due * 
7'0 thoſe, «who: puſh our Antidote afide 3 
Thoſe boaſted Friends to*Renſer, and to: Man, 


Whoſe fatal Love'ftabs ev'ry Joy, and leagenrt ont” 5 y 
 Death's Terror heighten'd gnawing-on/ haves apagr 

'Theſe pompous: Sons of Reaſon idoliz'd,"" $74 7% A 
_ And vilify'd atonee;'of Reaſon! dead} $i! (4 dn to | 


| Then deify'd, .as Montrehs\were of old ;** + 2 
What Condutt plints-proud/Lauvels on their Brow p 
While Love of Trath.thro? all their Camp reſounds, 
They draywi Price's Curtain! &er/ the/Noon2tide: Ray, - 


"Mr up their Inch vfiReaſon j 'ondthe/ P6int' 1% 1% 
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If philoſophic Wit, calÞd Argument ; " 

] Wand then, exulting in their Taper, cry, 

« Behold the Sun;” And, Indian-like, gdore. 
Talk they of Morals ? O thou bleeding Love! 


The grand Morality is Love of Thee. fe WH Ng 
As wiſe as SOCRATES, if ſuch they. were, 
45 wiſe as SOcrRaTEs, might juſtly ſtand 

The Definition of a modern Fool. 


And.is there, who the bleſſed Croſs wipes off,” 


BI Angels tremble, *tis at ſuch a Sight : hs BEEN-£2.1 
The Wretch they quit, deſponding df their Ei © 1} 
More ftruck with Grief or Wonder, 'who can tell ?- 

Ye fold to Senfe ! ye Citizens of Earth !' ' ++ 
Know ye how wiſe your Choice, how great y your Gain? 
Behold the Pifture of Earth's happieſt Man : SEC DCE 


* He calls his Wiſh, it comes ; he ſends it' back,” "OY 


+ Meets the ſame Welcome ; yet. he fill calls on 3 TY ; 

THI One calls him, who varies not his. Call; - ? 8 
«« But holds him faſt, in Chains of Darkneſs LV 

* Till Nature dies, and Judgment ſets him Ireeg! 

*« A Freedom far leſs welcome than his Chain.” 

But grant Man happy ; grant him happy long ; 

Add to Life's higheſt Prize her lateſt Hour ; IT 

That Hour, ſo late, is nimble m' Approach, ' Ah ako 

Phat, like a Poſt, comes on in full Carces; . | 

Tow ſwift the Shuttle flies, that-weaves thy Shroud ! 
here is the Fable: of thy former Years? \ | | 

[hrown down the Gulph of Time as far from Thee » 


X! Your Bt rar" bens. bing s the Day i in Hand, 
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Tho Maker of zew Morals to Mankind! ' © | þ 
(Nor will they *bate of that ſublime Renown) EA 


ACHRISTIAN{is the higheſt Stile of Man. rang] 


As a foul Blot, from his diſhonour'd Brow ? | ES TN 
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« And ſays, he call'd another ; that arrives, GEE #41 9 
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- Juſt Definition ! tho? 


Like a' Bird ſtruggling to. get loſe, is gaingz | 
Scarce now poſleſs'd, ſo ſuddenly * tis gane ; 
And each ſwift Moment fled, is Death advanc'd 
By Strides as ſwift : Eternity is All; _ 

And whoſe Eternity? Who triunthhs there ? 


_ Bathing for ever in the Font of Bliſs! = 


For ever baſking in the Deity! 1 


| Lorenzo! who ?—Thy Conſcience ſhall reply. 


oO give it LR to ſpent; : twill ſpeak ere ew 2 


While uſeful its Advice, its Kenaas mald. 
By the great Edi, the Divine Decree, 


Truth is depaſited with Man's laſt Hour ; 
An honeſt Hour, and faithful to her 'T ruſt; 
Truth, eldeſt Daughter of the Deity ; ; 


Truth, of bis Council, when, he made the Worlds; q” 


Nor leſs, when he ſhall judge the Worlds he made ; 


 The' filent long, and ſleeping ne'er ſo ſound, 
 Smother'd with Errors, and oppreſt with Toys, 


But from her Cavern in the Soul's Aby 
Like him they fable. under Ama whelm'd, 
The Goddeſs burſts 3n Thunder, and in Flame ; : 
Loudly convinces, and ſeverely Pains. 
Dark Demons I diſcharge,. and H; ldra-ſtings ; , 
The keen Vibration v P bright Tn ruth—is Hell : 
y Schools untau ght. _ je 


Ye Deaf to Truth ! peruſe this Parfon'd = 


That Heavy? n-commiſſiond Hour no boſe calls, 


And truſt,” for once, a Prophet, | and a Prieſt ; 


cc 0 "Y live F Foglke, but F ools LY cannot PA 
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 Humbly Inferibed | 


To the R1onm Honxovianur | 


The Earl of LivenyioiD. 
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vt ere to FUR 38 ty, is jak, 
Fondnefs for Fame i is Ayarice of Air. 
I prant the' Man is vain who writes for Praile. 
Praiſe no Man &er deſerv'd, 'who fought no more. 
As juſt thy Second Charge. I grant the Moe £ 
Has often bluſh'd at her degen'rate Sons, _ 
Retain'd by Sen/e to plead her filthy Caule q RNs, 
To raiſe the Low, to magnify the Mean, . oro 


And ſubtilize the Groſs 1 into Refin'd ; : : ; ; ; - 


As if to maghe Numbers pow” rful 'e "SM 

| *Twas giv'n, to make a Ciwet of their Song . © 
Obſcene, and ſweeten Ordure t to Perfume. bw 

Wit, a true Pagan, deifies the Brute, goo 

And lifts our Swine-Enjoyments from the Mire, 
The Fa& notorious, nor obſcure the Cauſe. 

We wear the Chains of Pleaſure, and of Pride. 

Theſe ſhare the Man ; and theſe diſtrat him too ; 


E Ws Pride, 
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58 The CoMpannm.. Night; 


Pride, like an Eagle, builds among the Stars ; 
But Pleaſure, Lark=like, nefts upon the Ground. 
Joys ſhar'd' by. Brute-Creation, Pride reſents ; 
Pleefere embraces : Man would both enjoy, - 
' And both at once + A Point how hard to gain ! 
| But, what can't Wit, when ſtung by ſtrong Defire ? 

Wit dares attempt this arduous Enterprize. 
Since Joys of Sen/e can't rife to Rea/or's Tafte ; 
In ſubtle Sophyſtry's laborious Forge, | 
Wit hammers out a Reaſon Teww, that ſtoops' 
To ſordid Scenes, and-meets. them with Applauſe. - 
Wit calls the Graces the chaſte Zone to looſe ; "F5 | 
Nor leſs than a'p/ump God to fill the Bowl: 
A thouſand Phantoms, and a thouſand Spells, 
A thouſand Opiates ſcatters, to delude, _ 
To faſcinate, inebriate, lay aſleep, 
And the fool'd Mind of Man delightfully confound. 
Thus that which ſhock'd the Fudgment, ſhocks no more; 
'That which gave Pride Offence, no more offends. 
Pleaſure and Pride, by Nature mortal Foes, 
At War eternal, which in Man ſhall reign, 
By Wits Addreſs, patch up a fatal Peace, _ 
And Hand in Hand head on the rank Debaveh, | 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Art, curſed Art! wipes off the indebted Bluſh 
From Natures Cheek, and branzes « ev'ry Shame. : 
Man ſmiles in Ruin, glories in' his Guilt, S , 
And Infamy ſtands Candidate for Praiſe. ' © 

All writ'by Man'in Favour of the Soul, 

Theſe ſenſual Ethits far, in Bulk, VRONT. 
The Flow'rs of Efoquence, profuſely po 
- O'er ſpotted Vice,” fAll half the letter'd Nheta, 
Can Pow'rs*6f Genius exorciſe their Page, 426% 
Ard,confeeras Enormitics with Song 2 2pgt 
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But let. not theſe inexpiable Strains, OAIOE. 
Condemn the Muſe that knows her at _ eA1gT 
Nor meanly ſtops! a at:\Time, but holds the World p 
As 'tis, 'in' Nature's ample Field, a Point, | 
A Point in her Eſteem ; from whence to. ſtart, ,- 
And run the Round of mark? X Snoces 5h LH 
To viſit Being univerſal there,. ./, ,;-, |. 

And Being's Source, that utmoſt. F light, of Mind 1 4 | 

Yet, ſpite of this ſo vaſt Circumference,  :.. + 
Well knows, , but what is Moral, nought 1s Gray... *\ 

Sing Sprens only ? Do not Ange lng,?. FT I WST , 

| There 15 in Pagy a decent. Pride, FORT 
Which well becomes her when ſhe ſpeaks t to Prif.s, "02 if. 

Her younger Siſter ; haply, not MQre. y wile... TROY 

Think'R, thay, Lozpxzo,! to find. Tine re? 
| No guilty Paſſion blown into' a: Flame, . <3 40 
Ng Foible flatter'd, Dignity diſgrac'd, .,..'; 1, -, 
No Fairy F ield of FiQtion, all,on Flow'r, ._-, .,- 1 
No Rainhow, Colours, here, or. filken Tale: OSS 77 1 
But ſolemn Counſels, Images of Awe, YE 
Truths, which Eqgopiey le lets, fall on Man :.....-;- |. 
With double Weight, . thro”. . theſe reyolving Spheres, -- 
This Death-geep Silence, and incumhent PRO, Sad. 
Viſit uncall'd, $4, live, ory Life ig EB = | os 
And thy dark Pencil, Midnight: ! darker Rill,, pr 
In melancholy dipt, embrowns the Whole, SEOIP 7; 

Yet this, ev'n. This, my Langhter-loving F Tan. 
LoRENZ0,! | and thy. Brothers, of the-Smile 1. 

Tf, what 1 imports you moſt,. can moſt engage, D. 1 

Shall ſteal your Ear,. and chain, you to,my Song. | 
Or if you fail me, know, the Wiſe ſhall taſte wa' | 
The Truths I fing; ; the Truths I ling ſhall feel ; ,, 


Ang, feeling,, give. Aﬀent; ; and, their Aﬀent, Wea K 
Is ample Recbmpence 3 ; is more than Praiſe. . ES 
A i 4 ; | * But 
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But chiefly Thine, Oo Lircurizto! !'nor miſtake ; by 
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By Day the Soul is 
 Impos'd, precarious, broken,' ere mature,” | / 2 
| By Nizh+ from! Objefts free, from Paſſion cool, 


to - The CompLannt. Night 5 


Think not vin-introthuc'd T forte my Way'; 3 


Naxcis84, not unktiown, not unally'd, 


By Virtue, 6r by Blood, illuſtrious Youth ! * 


To thee, 'fromi blooming Amataithine Bow'rs, | | 


Where all the Language Harmony, deſcends ' — 
UncalPd, and afks Admittance for the Muſe: 
A Nooſe that wilt not pain thee with wy Praiſe ;. bei. 


"Thy Praiſe ſhe drops, 'by nobler fill infpir'd. 


| O Thou! Bleſt Spirit ! «vberher the Rs ; 
Great antemundane Father ! in whoſe Breaſt 


. Embryo Creation, unborn Being, dwelt, 


And all its'various Revolutions rolPd —- 

Preſent, tho” future ; prior to themMives ; "Fn oy 
Whoſe Breath can Blow it int6 Novght apdin; ann; 
Or, from-his Throne ſome delegated Pow'r, 
Who, ftudious of vur Peace, - doſt tarn the Thought | 
From Vain and Vile; to Solid and Sublime !- m 


Unſeen thou kad me to delicious ara, ava 
Of Inſpiration, from a Stream, © 


And fuller of the 'God, than that Which built - 


From fam'd Caftaliz : Nor is yet atlay'd © 
_ My facred'Thirſt; tho” Wig-iwy Soul has ga” 


Thro? pleafing Paths of Moral, and Divine, 


By Thee ſuſtain'd, and lighted by the'S' TA RS. 


By Thein belt Hyhted tre the Paths of They ght; 
Nights are'theit"Dayr, tlitir'tioft itlutmin'd Hour. 2 
By Day, "the Soul, o*erbotne by Life's Carter, — ' 
Stunn'd by the Din, and ally with wb — 
Reels far from Redfon, ge by the Throng.” | 

all her Thoughts | , 


Thoughts uncontrouPd, an@ unimpreſs'd, the " 


of pure EleQon, arbitrary yange, 


Nat 


5 | The Rztarsn, 81 
: | Not to the Limits of ons World confin'd ; 


' But from Ethereal Travels hght on Earth, | 
As Voyagers drop Anchor, for Repoſe. 

Let Indians, and the Gay, like Indians, fond 
Of feather'd Fopperies, the Sun adore : 
= Darkne/s has more Divinity for me; | 
W 1t firikes Thought inward ; it drives back the Soul. 
W To ſettle on Herſelf, our Point ſapreine ! : 
There lies our Theatre ; there ſits our Judge. 
Darkneſs the Curtain drops o'er Life's dull Scene ; 
'Tis the kind Hand of Providence ftretcht out - 
'Twixt Man and Vanity ; *tis Reaſo?'s Reign, 
And Firtue's too ; theſe Tutelary Shades 
Are Man's 4/ylum from the tainted Throng. | 
= Night is the good Man's Friend, and rs too 3 . 
W It no leſs reſcues Virtue, than inſpire. — — 
 Yirtue, for ever Frail, as Fair, below, 
Her tender Nature fuffers in the Crowd, 
Nor touches on the World, without a Stain: _.} 
The World's infe&ious ; few bring back at Eve, 
| Immaculate, the Manners of the Motn, '- SY 

Something we thought, is blotted; \ we ods : 
Is ſhaken ; we renounc'd, retufns ns , 
Each Salatation may ſlide in a Sin - ” 
Unthought before,. or'fix a former Fl. th Cons 
Nor is it ſtrange : Light, » Motion, Concourſe, Woiſe,. | 
All, ſcatter. us abroad; Thought outward-bound, | 
Negle&ful of our Home-affairs, flies off 4 
In Fume and Difipation, quits her tale, - 
And leaves the Breaſt unguarded to the Foe, 
Preſent Exam ple gets within out Guard, 
And aQts with doable Force, by few repelÞd, 
Ambition fires Ambition ; Lows of Gats 5H 5) 
Strikes, like-a, Peftilence, from Breaſt to Breaſt; _ 
aa, Pride, Perfidy,. blue Vapours breathe ; Wn 4 RS 

E; And 
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.*$2 The CoMPLaiIn®. Night ;, 
And Inhumanity is caught from Man, t 

From ſmiling' Man. A light, a ſingle Glance, | 

And ſhot at random, :often has brought home - 

A ſudden Fever,. to the throbbing Heart, 

Of Envy, Rancuur, or impure Deere. E 

We ſee, we hear, with Peril ; Safety dwells o 

Remote from Multitude ; the World's a School. 

Of 7Yrong, and what Proficients ſwarm Sond. 

We muſt or imitate, or diſapprove ; 

Muft liſt as their Accomplices, or Foes ; :. 

That ſtains our Innocence ; This wounds our Peace.. 

From Nature” s Birth, hedce.” Wiſdom has been ſmit. 

With fweet Receſs, and languiſh'd for the Shade. 

This facred Shade, and Solitude, what i is it? 

"Tis. the, felt Preſence of the Deity, © 

"Few are the Faults we flatter when alone. 

Vice ſinks in her Allurements, is ungilt, _ 

And looks; like ather Objetts, black. by Night. 

By Night an Atheiſt half-believes a God. _ + 
Night is fair Virtue's immemorial Priend 3; - 

The conſcious Moon, thro? ev” ry; diſtant Age, 

Has held. a Lamp to #:/dom; and let fall, 

On Contemplation” s Eye, her. purging Ray. LEE, 

'The fam'd Athenian, he whd woo'd from Hear, n. 

Philoſophy the fair, to. dwell with Men, | 

And form. their Mapners, 'not inflame thets Pride, 

/ While. o'er his Head, ..: as fearful to mole 

His lab'ring Mind, the Stars i in Silence e,..; 

And ſeem all gazing on their future South, 

See him foliciting his ardent Suit - 4, 

In private Audience ; All the ling-hahs Night, 

Rigid.in Thought, and motionleſs, he ſtand 

Nor quits his Theme,. or Poſture, till the Su 

(Rude Drunkard, rifing roſy from the Main !) 

Diſturbs his. nobler, geen! Beam, 
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Aud gives him to the Tumult of the World,: :f. -; 


Hail, precious Moments !: ftol'n from the. _ Waſte. 


Of murder'd: Time ! - Auſpicious. OY + Hail + 
The World excluded, ev'ry: Paſhon hulſh'd, - "Y 
And open'd a calm Intercourſe with, Heay' ny. b * ty 
Here the Soul fits in Council ; ponders faſt, PENS” 


Predeſtines Future, Action 5. ſees, not feels, | FOTO 
Tumultuous Life, and. reaſons with, the . POO ORE. 
All her Lyes anſwers; and, thinks down her. Charms. | 

What aweful,Joy | What mental Liberty L', j.. 


I am not pent in- Darkneſs ;, rather ſay -_ 


SPET = \ 


(If not tos bold) m Darkneſs. I'm embow'r'd,. newt \ 


Delightful Gloom! the cluſt.ring Thoughts around, 


Spontaneous, riſe, and bloſſom 1 in the Shade 3... 1 


But droop: by Day, and ficken i in the "OT 


Fountain of Animation | | whence: deſcends. . 
Ukania, my celeſtial Gueſt ! who deigns,. 00k by 
Nightly to viſit me, ſo mean ;! and Row ... 


(LL YT 


From pleaſing) Nalliance » with. the Charms, Ln! whe tl 


Far other Beat of Heart; . | NancissA? $ ond. "0 TR 


-vP 


Or 1 iS 1t feeble Nature calls me. backs.. 


And breaks my. Spirit into, Grief rel } YN Re inn | 


Is it a Stygign. Vapour un my Blaad ds... 
A cold, flow Puddle, gauioyy wn Nos oy 
Or is it : hes with all. Men ?—Thus y with h. all... 
What are we? How. unequal |. Now. we foar,... "Re 
And now we. fink ; to be the fame, pleads, at 
Our preſent Prowelſs... Dearly pays, the Seul., 
For lodging: ill; too dearly rents her Clay. . 
Reaſon, a baMed. Counſellor1, but adds.  - 
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*" $4: = Tiw: Conprairct Night 5, 
(© —  -In this damp, duſey Region, charg'd. with Storms, | 
[| But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; oh 
Or, flying, ſhort her Flight, and ſure her Fall A 
Our utmoſt Strength, when down, to. riſe again z Fe” 
And not to/yield, tho? bearer, all our Praiſe. 2 
Tis vain to ſeek in Men for more than Man. 
Tho? proud in Promiſe, | big in previous Thought, 
| Expericice damps' our Triumph;- I, who late, 
Emerging from the Shadows of the Grave, 
Where Grief detain'd me Pris ner, Ts Re mM 
'Threw wide the Gates of everlaſting Day, 
| And call'd Mankin@ to Glory, ſhook off Pan, 
Mortality ſhook off, "in Zther pure, —_ 
And ftruck the' mark; "now feel' my Spirits fail ; 
' They drop me from the Zenith; down I ruſh, © 
'Eike him whom Fable fledg'd | with waxen Wings. 
| In Sorrow drown*d—but not, in Sorrow, loft.” 
How wretched i is the Man, who never mourn'd EF. 
I dive for precious Pearl, in Sorrows Stnoam': | 
. Not fo the thoughtleſs Man' that only 6rieves ; g 
Takts alt the Torment, and. rejeds the Gait 
(Ineftiriable Gain?) ; and gives Heav'n Lowe - 
'To make him but more'Wretched, not more We.” 
If Wiſdom is our Lefſon- (and what elſe © 
Ennobles Man ?' What elſe have Angels learnt yy 
Grief  moxe Proficients In thy School are made,” | 
Than Gentus, or proud Learning, &et could boaſt... 
Voracious Learvihg, 'bften' * Req, % 
Digeſts not into. Senſe her. motley Meal. Woe ta 
This Book-tafe, with'dark Booty almoſt "RY 
_ This Forager on others Wiſdom, leaves 
Her Native Farni,. her' R:a/or, quite until'd.”” 
_ With mixt Manute ths farfeits the rank Soil, - 


= Dung'd, bake 2 WiC ich to Beggary.” 
|  cMAS. 4-16 1": "” 24 JIL1 T9 4: ppl 
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* The RitAybsSy. 85. 
MY A Pomp untameable of Weeds prevails. | | 
== Her Servant's Wealth incumber'd W:i/Jdom mourns... '- 
And what ſays Genius ? Let the dull be Wiſe.” 
b, Genius, tao hard for Right, can prove it Wrong 3 
= And loves to boaſt,. where bluſh Men leſs - ops 
1t pleads Exemption from the Laws. of ayeys | 
Conſiders Reaſon as a Levellerz 
And ſcorns to ſhare a Blefling with the- Cited. 
That Wile it: could be, thinks an ample Cine; 
To Glory,. and to Fabre gives the reſt. 
Crassvs but fleeps,, ArDeLto tine. 8. 54 | 
Wi/dom leſs ſhadders at a Fool, than Wit: ” | 50, 
But Y/i/dom ſmiles,, when humbled Mortals weep... 
When Sorrow wounds: the Breaſt,. as. Ploughs the Glebe; 
And Hearts obdurate feel her foft ning” Shower 3: "= 
Her Seed Celeftial,. then, glad Wiſdom fows ;. 
Her golden Harveſt triumphs in the Soil... 
If ſo, Narcis8a! welcome my; Ralophts 
PII raiſe a: Tax on my Calamity, | - -{:.,- 
And reap rich Compenſation from my. Pain. 
I'll range the plenteous. Intellefual Field ; 
And- gather ev*ry Thought of ſov'reign Power 9p) 
'To chafe the moral Maladies of Man; _ 
Thoughts, which may bear tranſplanting to the Skies, 
Tho! Natives of this cearſe penurious Soil; 
Nor wholly wither here, where: 'Seraphs fing,.. S 
Refin'd, exalted, not annulPd, in Heav'n. 
Reaſon, the Sax that gives them Birth, the fame. 
In either Clime, tho? niore illuſtrious There. 
Theſe choicely culPd,. and efegantly rang'd, 
Shall form a Garland for Naxc1ssa's 'Tomb ;; 
And, peradyenture,, of no fading Flow'rs.. 
Say, On what Themes ſhall puzzted Choice deſcend ? 
*Th' Impottance of Contemplating the Tomb ; ki 
& Win Mew decline it; R's foul Birth ; 


*« The: 


-: The Com PLAINT: ' Night 5. 


64 The various. Kind's of Grief; the Faults of Age ; 
SU And Death's dread Charafter —invite/my Song.” 

And, firſt, th* Importance of our End _ 
Friends counſel quick Diſmifſion of our Grief 
Miſtaken Kindneſs ! our Hearts heal zoo: /oor. 

Are They more kind than Ze, who ſtruck the Blow ? 
Who bid it do his. Errand im our Hearts, + 
And baniſh Peace, till nobler Guefts arrive; 
And bring it back, a true, and endleſs Peace ? 
| Calamities are Friends : As glaring' Day. , 
Of theſe unnumber'd Luſtres robs our Sighe ; "INTE E 
| Projpeticy puts out unnumber'd Thoughts... 5 
Of Import high, and Light divine, :to Man. Ay 
. The Man how bleſt, who, ſick of gaudy. Scenes, - 
. (Scenes apt to thruſt between;Us and Ourſelves!) 
Ez led by Choice to take his fav'rite Walk, 
| Beneath Deat/*s gloomy; ſilent, Cypreſs Shades, : 
Unpierc'd by Vanity?s fantaſtic:Ray; 
To read his Monuments, to! weigh. his, Duſt, 
Viſit his Vaults, and dwell among the. "Tombs [2 
Loxenzo ! read with me NarcissA's Stone; "Wh | 
: (NarcissA was. thy Fay'rite) let us'read.. kgs 
Her moral Stone ; few DoQrs Jnnch. ſo wells. 
Feyr Orators ſo. tenderly can touch... , .;. 
The feeling Heart.. What Pathos in the WRT 
Apt Words. can ftrike;z and yet.in them we . wi 4,5 
Faint Images of what we, here, enjoy... "'.. ., 
| What Cauſe have Z to build on Length of Lifes 
Temptations ſeize, when Fear i is laid; aſleep-; 
And UW foreboded 1s. our ſtrongeſt /Guard;, | 
See from her Tomb, . as. from an. humble ; OR 5 
Truth, radiant Goddeſs! fallies on-my Soul,, 
And puts Delufion's duly Train-to Flight ; 4; | 
Diſpels the Miſt our ſultry Paſſions raiſe, _. AT C4 55-26 
From Objects low, rial, and obſeene ; ; TEENY Y 

; A 


2 $. 


The. Revanss. 


And ſhews the Real Eſtimate of Things ; 
Which no Man, unaflifted, ever ſaw ; | 
Pulls off the Veil from Yirtue's riſing Charms ; 
Dete&ts Tempratien in a thouſand Lyes. 

Truth bids me look on Men, as Autumx Leaves, 
' And all they bleed for, as the Summer's Duſt, 


Driv'n by the Whirlwind : Lighted by her "IAG b 


I widen my Horizon, gain new-Powers,. - 

See 'Things inviſible, feel Things remote,. 

Am preſent with Futurities ;. think nought 

To Man ſo foreign, as the Joys pe ef 3611/5451 
_ Nought ſo much his, as thoſe beyond. the Grave... 
No Folly keeps its Colour in her: Sight;. 

| Pale worldly Wiſdom loſes all. her Charms.;, ' 
In pompous Promiſe from. her Schemes. profound; 
Tf future Fate ſhe plans, *tis all in Leaves, 

| Like Sybil, unſubftantial, . Reoting Bliſs |. 

At the firſt Blaſt it vaniſhes in Air. |, 


Not fo, Celeftial : Would thou know, Loxenzo J.. 


How differ worldly Wiſdom, and Divine? 
Juſt as the waning, and the waxing Moon.. 

| More empey worldly Wildom ev'ry Day ;. 

And ev'ry Day more fair her R:val ſhines.. 
When Later, there's leſs. Time to play the Fool; 
Soon our whole Term for Wiſdom is expir'd 


(Thou know*ſt ſhe catls.no Council in the. Grave) $6. 


And everlaſting Fool is writ in Fire, 
Or real Wiſdom wafts us to the Skies.. 

As worldly Schemes reſemble SybiPs Leaves,. 
The good Man's Days to $y6:Ps. Books pn. | 
(In antient Story read, thou know*ft the BIN 2 
In Price ſtill riſing, as in Number leſs, 
Ineſtimable quite his Final Hour, | 


For That who Thrones can' offer, offer ©" MLgE . 


Inſolvept Worlds the Purchaſe cannot Pays 


Oh. 


38 The ComPrLrainnm. Night 5, 


« Oh let me die his Death !'% all Nature cries. 
«« 'Then live his Life ”—Al1l Nature falters there, Is 
Our great Phyſician daily to conſult, 
To commune with the &rawz,. our only Cure. 
What Grave preſcribes the beſt ?—A Friend's; and yet, 
From a Friend's Grave, how ſoon we diſengage ! 
Even to the: deareſt, as:his Marble, cold, : 
Why are Friends raviſht from us? *Tis to bind, 
By ſoft Afedion's yes, on human Hearts, 

The Thought of Death,. which Reaſon, too ſupine, | 
Or miſemploy'd, ſo rarely faſtens There. | 

© Nor Reaſon, nor Aﬀe&tion, no, nor both : 
 Combin'd, can break the Witchcrafts of the World. 
Behold th! inexorable Hour at hand ! | 
Behold th' inexorable Hour forgot! _ 
And to forget it, the chief 4im of Life, 
Tho? well to ponder it, is Life's chief End. 
Is Death, that ever threat'ning, ne'er remote, 
That all-important, and that only ſure, _ 
(Come when he will) an unexpeRted Gueſt ? 
| Nay, tho! invited by the loudeſt Calls 
Of blind Imprudence, unexpected ftill'? 
'Tho' num*rous Meſſengers are ſent before, 
To warn his great Arrival, What the Cauſe,. 
The wond'rous Cauſe,. of this myſterious Ill ? _ 
All Heav'n looks down aftoniſh'd at. the Mo 

Is it that Life has ſown her Foys ſo thick,. 


b We can't thruſt in a ſingle Care between ? 


«Is it, that Life has ſuch a Swarm of Cares. 5. 
- "The Thought of Death can't enter for the Thing 2 
Is it, that Time fteals on with downy Feet, 
Nor wakes Indulgence from her. golden Dream 2; 
To-day is ſo like Yefterday, it cheats ; _ 

We take the lying Sifter for the ſame.. 

Life glides aVaYs Loxznzo! like a Brook; 


WEIS. © ann © doe oa ace. oe i. 


For 


ty >> 
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For ever changing, unperceiv'd the Change. 
In the ſatrie Brook none ever bath'd him twice y 
To the ſame Life none ever twice awoke. _ 
We call the Brook the ſame ; the fame we think 
Our Life, tho? ftilt more rapid in its Flow ; 
Nor mark the Much irrevocably laps'd, 
And mingled with the Sea.” Or ſhall we fay, 
(Retainmg' {till the Brook to bear us on) 
That Life is like a Veſſel on the Stream ? 
In Life embark'd, we ſmoothly down the Tide 
Of Time deſcend, but not on Time intent; 
Amus'd, unconſcious of the gliding Wave; 
Till on a ſadden we perceive a Shock ; | 
We ſtart, awake, look owt ; what ſee we there? 
Our brittle Bark is burſt dn Charon's Shore, 
Is this the Cauſe Dearth flies all hurnan Thought 
S Or is it Judgizent, by the 7/71] ſtick blind, 
| That domineering Miſtreſs of the Soul Y 
Like 4im fo ftrong by Delilah the fair ? 
Or is it Fear turns ſtartled Re-a/on back, 
From looking down a Pretpice ſo ſteep ? 
"Tis dreadful ; and the Dread is wiſely plac'd, | 
By Nature conſcious of the Make.of Man, 
A dreadful Friend it is, a Terror kind, 
A flaming Sword to guard the Tree of Life. Ml 
By that unaw'd, in Life's moſt fmiling Hour,” | 
The Good Man would repine ; would /afzr IS 
And burn impatient for his promis'd Skies.. 
"The Baz, on eath pintilious Pique of Prifle, A 
Or Gloom of Humour, would give Rage the DANG: 
Bound o'er the Barrier, ruſh into the Dark, 
And mar the Scenes of Providence betow.. ; 
What Groan was that, Lox xnzo Reaper riſe ;-, 
And drown, in your leſs execrable Yell, 
Britannia's Shame.. There ok. her: gloomy Flight, 
On. 


= us = ROE EMT 6 dams or oooh - ” = —_— 
_ AYE ons nag FO - 
wt EI. > - 


| 
E 
- - - * . . - - - = 
F. " = — s + tug em; d. HH IED 
RED ER” {ens AHA. > ts 7: >. — qe eee gan bog - ——_ 
- Pony ao. = 4 os EI It Herr Sts ——_ 
CID T7" 7-240 ob ce . P bo a »,  4=at ham; 7 ne 
- — ee =—_ = <a" 2 ALT = 


= a ...7 
__ Ls 
ey”. 3s A 
ho COILS Ef HEE 
nag =” —_= 


T . . 
- ky my x 
22> oe Wk SR aft a 
= CONS "0 "IRS WEL of. petn Cr eny pris —_— 
_—_— ITE © Sir, RS RIES 
germ; mote er —_ pa 


.90 The COMPLAINT. Night 5, 


On Wing, Gains; a black ſullen Soul, 
Blaſted from Hell, with horrid Luſt of Death. 
Thy Friend, . the Brave, the Gallant Altamont, 
- $0 call'd, fo thonght—And ther he fled the Field, 
Leſs baſe the Fear of Death, . than Fear of roars | 
-D Britain, infamous for- Suicide ! ROLL © 
| An [/land in thy Manners | far digjoin'd _ 
From the whole World of Ratienals beſide! | 
In ambient Waves plunge thy polluted Head, 
Waſh the dire Stain, nor ſhock the Counilent,” 
But thou be ſhock'd, while I dete& the Cauſe 
of Self- Aſſault, expoſe the Monſter's Birth, 
And bid 43horrexce hiſs it round the World. 

Blame not thy Clime, nor tchide the diftant Sun 4 oF 
The Sun is" trinocent,''thy Clime/abſolv'd; © 22 
Inwioral Climes kind. Nature never made. © ' oy ©. 

_ The Cauſg I fing, in Fader might prevait,. |: 
And proves, It is thy Folly, not thy Fate. ©) + 
 _ Fhe Soul of Man (Let Man'in Homage on. DIL 
Who names his Sox] ), a Native of the Skies! ' © 
High-born, and' free, her;/Freedom ſhould maintain, | 
Unſold,.unmortgag'd for Eart/'s little Brabes. 1D4 .. 
Th' illuſtrious Stranger,: it this foreign Lads: | 

_ Like Strangers, | jealous. of her Dignity, - 
Studious of Home, and ardent to return, g | . j 
Of Earth ſuſpicious, Earth's inchanted Cup  * 
With cool Reſerve light touching, 'ſhould Ps 
| On Immortality, her 'godlike Taſte 3 {57 37 
There take large Draughts.; make her chief Banquet h ther 
But ſome reject this Suſtenance divine ;.- / - 

To beggarly vile Appetites deſcend; '' | { 1 
Aſk Alms of Farth, for Gueſts that came from Hear? n;. 
Sink into- Slaves ; and ſell, for preſent Hire, _ 
Their rich Reverſion; and (what ſhares its Fate) | 

Their native Freedem,. to the Prince who fways. -.. . -4 
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| T his bet World. And when his Payments fail, 
When his foul Baſket gorges them no more, | 
Or their pall'd Palates loath the Baſket full; 


Are inſtantly, with wild demoniac Rage, 


' For breaking all the Chains of Providence, 


And burſting their Confinement ; tho? faſt barr'd 
By Laws divine and human ; guarded. ſtrong 
With Horrors doubled to defend the Paſs, 


The blackeſt, Nature, or dire Guilt, can raiſe ; 


And moated round with fathomleſs Deftrudtion, _ | 


| Sure to receive, and whelm them in their Fall. 


Such,, Britons ! is the Cauſe, to you unknown, 
Or worſe, d*erlook'd;; 0 'erlook'd by Magiſtrates, | 
Thus Criminals thambives, > grant the Deed 
Is Madneſs ; ; but the Madneſs of the Heart. 


'Thro? ſacred Nature's Murder, on their own, 


| Becauſe they never think of Death, they die. 


"Tis equally Man's Duty, Glory, Gain, 
At once to ſhun, and meditate, his End.. 
When by the Bed.of Languiſhment we fit, 4 


.(The Seat of Y/:/dom ! if our Choice, not Fate) | 


'9 Y- 


And what 1s that? Our utmoſt Bound .of Guilt. 7 

_ A ſenſual, unrefleing Life, is big _ png 
With monſtrous Births, and Suicide, to crown. A 
'The black infernal Brood. The Bold to break 
 Heav'n's Law ſupreme, and deſperately ruſh. 


Or, o'er our dying Friends, in Anguiſh hang, pa 


Wipe the cold Dew, or ſtay the Ringing Head, 


Number their Moments, and, in.ev'ry Clock, 


Start at the Voice of an Eternity; _ 
See the dim Lamp. of Life juſt feebly, life. 
An agonizing Beam, at us to gaze, .. 
Then fink again, and* quiver into Death, _ 
That moſt pathetic Herald of our. own ;/ 


How read we Wen fad Scenes; ; As ſent ty "Xt | - 
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In perfe@t Vengeance? No; in Pity ſent, | 
To melt him down, like Wax, and then impreſs, 
_ Indelible,” Death's Image on his Heart ; 
| Bleeding for others, trembling for himſelf, 
| | We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we ſmile. 
| The Mind turns Fool, before the Cheek is GY SM 
* Our quick-returning Folly cancels all ; 
As the Tide fiſhing raſes what is writ | 
In yietding Sands, and ſmooths the letter'd Shore. - 
Loxenas ! haſt thou ever weigh'd a Sigh ? 
Or ſtudy'd the Philoſophy of Tears ? 
(A Science, yet, unlefur'd in our Schools ' 
 Haſt'thou'deſcended deep into the Breaſt, 
| And ſeen their Source ? If not, deſcend with me, 
And trace theſe briny Riv'lets to their Springs. 
Our Fiin'ral Tears, from diff rent Cauſes riſe, 
As if from ſep'rate Ciftertis in the Soul, 
Of waritas Kinds, they low. From tender Flearts,. 
By ſoft Cotitagion calld, ſe burſt at once, 
And. reatti oblequious to the leading. Eye:. » 
Some aſk. trois; Tiitie, by curious 477 difill d.. . 
' Some Hearts in ſecret hard,. tnapt to melt, 
Struck by the Magic of the Public Eye, 
Like Mosx8' Dmitten: Rock,. guſh out amain,. .. 
Some weep td Thare the Fame of the Deceas'd,... 
$0 hig h in Merit; and to them ſo dear. , 
They. divell.on- Praiſes, which they | think + yo; = 
And thits, without a Bluſh, commend Themſelves. 
Some mourn-i in- Proof,. that fomiething they could love; 
They weep not to rzlieve their Grief, but LAG 
| Some weep in perfe& Julfice to the Dead, | 
As conſcious all their Love is in; Arrear, 
Some miſchievbuſly weep, not et,” 
Tears, ſometimes, aid the Conqueſt of an wh 
With what Addveſs tle" ſoft Ephehans draw © a 
' Their 
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Their Sable Net-work o'er entangled Hearts? 
W A; ſcen thro? Cryſtal, how their Roſes glow, 
= While /quid Pearl runs trickling down their Cheek? _ 
WE Of hers not prouder Egypr's wanton Queen, 
W -Carouſing Gems, herſelf diffolv'd in Love. 
Some weep at Death, abſtracted from the Dead, 
And celebrate, like CuarLes , their own Deceaſe. 
By kind Conſtrution ſome are deem'd to weep, 
Becauſe a decent Veil conceals their Joy. | 

Some weep in Earneſt, and yet weep in Vain; 
As deep in Indiſcretion, as in Woe, | 7 
Paſſion, blind Paſſion ! impotently pours Ty 
| Tears, that deſerve more Tears 5 while Reaſon ſleeps 5 
Or gazes, like an Idiot, unconcern'd; . ,,. + 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the. Storm; - 
Knows not it ſpeaks to Her, and her alone, 
Irrationals all Sorrow are beneath, 
That noble Gift! that Privilege of. Man! yr 0 
From Sorrow's Pang, the Birth of endleſs Joy. | 
But The/e are barren of that. Birth divine.:'+ 
"They weep impetuous, as the Summer-Storm, 
And full as ſhort! 'The cruel Grizf ſoon tam'd, 
They make a Paſtime of the ſtingleſs Tale z 
Far as the deep-reſounding Knell, they ſpread 
The dreadful News, and hardly feel it more. - . 
No Grain of Wi 7/dom pays them for. their Foe. 

Hatf-round the Globe, the /Tears pumpt-up. by Death 
Are ſpent an wat'ring Vanities of Lifes 
In making Folly flouriſh till more fair. | | 
When the fick Soul, her wonted Stay withdrawn, 
Reclines on Earth, and ſorrows 1n-the-Duſt ; | 
Inſtead of learning, there, her rue Support, | 
'Tho' there thrown down her true Support to ms. 
Withoat Heav'n's Aid impatient to. be bleſt, 
She crawls to Be next Shrub, or Bramble vile, 


Y 
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- - Old worn-out Vice ſets down for Virtue fair ; Rh 
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Tho” from the ſtately Cedar's Arms the fell ; 


i 
With ſtale, foreſworn Embraces, clings anew, 


| The Stranger weds,' and bloſſoms; as exmaing 
In all the fruitleſs Fopperies of Life : 


Preſents her Weed, well-fanſy'd, at the Ball, 
And raffles for the Deat#s-Head on the Ring. 
| So wept AURELIA, till the deſtin'd Youth. 
Stept in, with his Receipt for making Smiles, 

And- blanching Sables into bridal Bloom. 


| $ wept Logenzo fair CLar1s84's Fate ; ISA 
Who gave that Angel Boy, on' whom he doats ; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd 1 in his Birth ! 

| Not ſuch, Naxcissa, my Diſtreſs for Thee. 

I'll make an Altar of thy ſacred Tomb, 


To ſacrifice: to Wiſdom. — What waſt 'Thou ? 

« -Young, Gay, and Fortunate /”* . Each yields a Theme, 
I'll dwell on each, -to ſhun 'Thought/more ſevere ; 
(Heav*n knows I labour with ſeverer i111) 


PH dwell on each, and quite exhauſt thy Death. 


A Soul without: Refle&ion, like a Pile - 
Without Inhabitant, to Ruin runs. | 


And Firſt, thy: Youth. What fays it-to Grey Fairs f 


Narcissa, I'm become thy Pupil now— 
Early, Bright, Tranſient, Chaſte, *as Morning tow, | 


_ She Sparkled, was exhal'd; and: went to Heay'n. 
Time on this Head has ſnow?'d ; yet ſtill tis. bor! © | 


Aloft; nor thinks but; on .auother's Grave, |» © 
Cover'd with Shame I ſpeak it, Age ſevere 


* 


With graceleſs Gravity haſtifing Youth, 


That Youth chaſtis*d ſurpaſſing in a Fault, L. : oo 


Father of all, Forgetfulneſs of Death ;——_ 
As if, like. Objects preſling on the Sight, * Jes 
Death had advanc'd too near us'to-be ſeen : 


Or, that Life's Loan Time ripen'd i into Ripht ;/ {ob Fad 
ra La And 
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ad Men might plead Preſcription from the Grave ; p: 
Wn:athleſs, from Repetition of Reprieve. * 
WNecathleſs ? far from it! /ach are dead already ; h 
W'Their Hearts are bury'd, and the World their Grave. | 
Tell me, ſome God ! my Guardian Angel! tell, | 
What thus infatuates ? what Inchantment plants 
The Phantom of an Age *twixt us'and Death 
Already at the Deor ? He: "knocks, we hear him, 
And yet we will not hear. What Mail defends 
Our untouch' d Hearts ? What Miracle turns off ke 
The pointed Thought, which from a thouſand Quivers 
Is daily darted, and is daily ſhunn'd ?'+ 
We ſtand, as in a Battle, 'Throngs on Throngs | 
Around us falling ; wounded oft ourſelves; =» 
Tho” bleeding with our Wounds, inimorrdt fill ! p* 
We ſee Time's Furrows on another's Brow, 
And Death intrench'd, Preparing his Afault ; 
How few Themſelves, in that juſt Mirror, ſee! L 
Or, ſeeing, draw their Inference as ſtrong ! 
There Death is certain ; doubtful Here : He muſt, 
And Joon ; We may, withifi an Age, expire, a 
Tho? grey our Heads, our Thoughts and Aims are greenz 
Like damag'd Clocks, whoſe Hand and Bell diftent; | by 
Fully fings Six, while Natare points at Twelve. ' EOS wok 
Abſurd Longevity } / More, More, it 2 tbr 2 ”— 
More Life, more Wealth, more "Traſh of ev'ry' Kind, > 
And wherefore mad for more; when IT Hails | bt 2b. 
01e82, and Appetite, muſt*club' for Joy ; it; -00.-2- 
Shall Felly labour hat to"mend the Pore, Es NES 
Baubles, I-mean, that ftrike ns-from <bithout," | 
White Nature is relaxing ery String $53 T8et 5 chr 
Aſk T houg ht for Joy; 'grow rich, and'hoard avithin. 
Think you the Soul,” when this Life's ov go ceaſe, | 
Has nothing of more \Manly to ſacceed ?* POSI TS 
Contra the Taltt inimortal; :Jearn ev*n- Now | TH. 
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To reliſh what alone ſubſiſts hereafter. IF 
Divine, or none, henceforth your Joys for ever. 
Of Age the Glory is, to wh to die. 
That Wiſh is Praiſe and Promiſe ; it applauds 
Paſt Life, and promiſes our future Bliſs. 
What Weakneſs ſee not Children in their Sires ? 
Grand-chmacterical Abſurdities ! 
Grey-hair'd Authority, to Faults of Youth, - 
How ſhocking ! It makes Folly thrice a Fool ; 
And our firſt Childhood might our laſt deſpiſe. 
Peace and Efteem 1s all that Age can hope. 
Nothing but W:/dom gives the firft ; the /aft, 
Nothing, but the Repute of being 1F9YE. 
Folly bars both ; our Age is quite undone. | 
What Folly can be ranker ? Like our Shadows; | 
- Our Wiſhes lengthen, as our Sun declines. 
No Wiſh ſhould loiter, her, this Side the Grave. 
Our Hearts ſhould leave the World, before the Knell | 
Calls for our Carcaſes to mend the So1l. 
Enough to live in Tempeſt, die in Port ; ww | 
Fee ſhould fly Concourſe, cover in Retreat - | Tos. hep © 
Defe&ts of Fudgment ; and the Wills ſubdue; © 
Walk thoughtful on the ſilent, ſolemn Showp EY 
Of that vaſt'Ocean it muſt ſail ſo ſoon; _ 
And put Geood-works on Board ; and wait the Wind 
That ſhortly blows us into Worlds unknown. 
It unconfi ider'd too, a dreadful Scene! 
All ſhould be Prophets, to danbfibvas 5 FR So if 
Their future Fate ; their future Fate foretaſte ; 
This Art would waſte the Bitterneſs of Death. 
The Thought of Death alone, the Fear tefrons- | 
A DiſaffeQion to that precious Thought | XX 
1s more than Midnight Darkneſs on the Soul, | 
Which ſleeps beneath it, on a -Precipice, + 


Pu#d off by the firſt Raf, and laſt for Ever. LI 
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Dot afk, Lozxenzo, why ſo warmly preſt, 
By Repetition hammer'd on thine Ear, 


The Thought of Death ? That Thought isthe Machine, 
The grand Machine !' that heaves us from the Duſt, 
And rears us into Men. That Thought RES) home _ 
Will ſoon reduce the ghaſtly Precipice _ | 
O'er hanging Hell, will ſoften the Deſcent, 

And gently ſlope our Paſſage to the Grave z 

How warmly to be wiſht ! What Heart of Fleſh 
Would trifle with Tremendous ? dare Extremes ? 
Yawn o'er the Fate of Infinite ?- What Hand, 

Beyond the. blackeſt Brand of Cenfſure bold, 


| | (To ſpeak a Language too avell known to Thee) 


Would at a Moment give its £// to Chance, 


| | And flamp the Die for an Eternity ? 


Aid me, Nazxcissa! aid me to. keep Pace 


S With Deſtiny ;, and ere her Sciſſars cut + 


My Thread of Life, to break this tougher Thread 


W Of Moral Death, that ties-me to the World. - 


Sting thou my ſlumb'ring Rea/ox to ſend forth - 
A Thought of Obſervation on the Foe ;. 
To fally ; and ſurvey'the rapid March . 
Of his ten thouſand Meſſengers. to Mau ; | 
Who, Jzxvu-like, behind him turns them all, 
All Accident apart, by Nature ſign'd, \ | j 4 
My Warrant. is gone out, tho*-dormant- yet; - 
Perhaps behind one Moment lurks' my Fate. - 
Muſt I then farward only look: for Death- "A 
Backward I turn mine Eye,; and find him cher, 
Man is a Self-ſurvivor- ev'ry Yai: oi hn ne 
Man, like a $tream, is in perpetual Flow, _ 
Death's a Deſtroyer of Quotidian Prey. 
My Youth, My Noon-tides His; my Ye frrdy 
The bold Invader.ſhares the pre/ent Hour. w- 
Each Money oy the Former, ſhuts the Grave, MESNT OT: 
F \ While 
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While Man. is growing, Life is in Decreaſe; 
And Cradles rock us nearer' to the Tomb. © 
- Our Birth is nothing but our Death begun ; |, 
As Tapers waſte, that Inſtant they take Fire,  - 
Shall we then fear, leſt that ſhould come to paſs, 
Which comes to paſs each Moment of our Lives ? 
_- - Tf fear we muſt, let chat Death turn us pale, _ 
| Which murders Strength and Ardor ; what remains. 
Should rather call on Death, than dread his Call. 
Ye Partners of my Fault, and my Decline! 
Thoughtleſs. of Death, but when your Neighbour's Knell 
| {Rude Viſitant !) knocks hard at your dull Senſe, 
And with. its 'Thunder ſcarce obtains your Ear ! 
Be Death your Theme in ev*ry Place and Hour 3 ;” 
Nor longer want, ye Monumental Sires! 
_ £ Brother Tomb to tell you you ſhall die, _ 
That Death you dread (fo great is Nature's: Skill 2 
Know,. you ſhall court, -before you ſhall enjoy. 
But you are learn'd;j/ in Volumes, deep pou fit ; g 
Ir Wiſdom, ſhallow : Pompous Ignorance ! | 
Would you be ſtill more learned, than the JENS TY 
| Learn well to know how'much' need not be known, 
And. what that Knowledge, which impairs your Sen/e. 
Our needful Knowledge, [like our needfal Food, _ 
Unhedg'd, lies open in Life's common Field ; - 
And bids all welcome to the Vital Feaft.' - 
| You ſcorn what lies'before you in the "Rey I 
| Of Nature and Experience, Moral "OO 1 
of indiſpenſable, eternal 'Fruitz  _ © | 
Fruit, on which Mortals feeding; turn to Golip- 
And dive in Science for diſtinguiſh'd Names, © 
| Diſhoneſt Fomentation of your Pride 3" 
| Sinking i in Virtue, as you're in Fane,” | 
Your Learning, like the Liar Bean, - affords 
_ Light, but not Heat 5 It leaves you aridgvout, © 
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Prozen at Heart, while Speculation ſhines, 
Awake, ye curious Indagators ! fond 

Of knowing All, but what avails you, known. 
If you would learn .Death's Charaer, attend. 
All Cafts of ConduR, all _Degfees of Health, 
All Dies of Fortune, ard all Dates of Age, 
Together ſhook in his impartial Urn, _ 
Come forth at random: Or if Choice is made, - 
The Choice is quite /arcaftic, and inſults 

All bold ConjeQure, and fond Hopes of Man. 
What countleſs Multitudes, not only Jzave, 
But deeply 4;/appoint us, by thair Deaths! - 
Tho” great our Sorrow, greater our Surprize. 

Like other Tyrants, Death delights to ſmite, 
What, ſmitten, moſt proclaims the Pride of Pow'r, 
And arbitrary Nod, His Joy ſupreme, 

To bid the Wretch ſurvive the Fortunatez | 

The Feeble wrap th* Athletic in his Shroud ; 

And weeping Fathers build their Childrens Tomb 3 
Me Thine, Narcissa !- 
Firtue, not rolling Suns, the Mind matures, 
That Life is long, which anſwers Life's great End, 
'The Time that bears no Fruit, deſerves no Name n 
The Man of Wiſdom is the Man of Years. 

In hoary Youth MzTHUsAaLEMs may die.; © 

O how mi/dated on their flatt'ring Tombs ! 

Naxcissa's Youth has leQuur'd me thus: far. 
And can her Gazery give Counſel too? _ 

That, like the Fews fam'd Oracle of Gems, | 
Sparkles Inſtruction 3 ſuch as throws new Light 
And opens more the Charader of Death, | 
Il known to thee, Lorenzo! this thy- Vaunt; . 


*'Give Death his Due, the Wretched, and the Olaz. E: 


« Ev'n let him iweep his Rubbiſh to the Grave ; 'F: 
« Let kim not violate kind Nature's Laws, 
F 2 ve But 
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«© But own Man born to Live, as well as Die.” 
. #reiched and Old Thou giv'ſt Him ; Young and Gay 
_ He takes; and Plunder is a Tyrant's Joy. 

| What if I prove, ©** The fartheſt from the Fear, 

'«« Are often neareſt to the Szroke of Fate ?”? 

All, more than common, menaces an End. \. 
A Blaze betokens Brevity of Life : 

As if bright Embers ſhould emit a F lame, _ 
Glad Spirits ſparkled from Naxcissa's Eye, 
And made Youth younger, and taught Life to live, 
As Nature's Oppoſites wage endleſs War, 
For this Offence, as Treaſon to the deep. 
Inviolable Stupor of his Reign, . 
Where Luft, and turbulent Ambition, ſleep, | 
Death took ſwift Ven geance. As he Life deteſts, 


— 


More Life is till more odious ; and, reduc'd 
By Conqueſt, aggrandizes more his Pow'r. _ 
But wherefore aggrandiz'd ? By Heav'n's Decree, 
To plant the Soul on her eternal Guard, 4 


| In aweful Expectation of our End. _ 

Thus runs Death's dread Commiſſion : © Strike, but hos 
_«« As moſt alarms the. Living by t the Dead.” | 
| Hence Stratagem delights him, and Surprize, 

And eruel Sport with Man's Securities... 

Not ſimple Conqueſt, Triumph is his Aim; _ 

| And, where leaft fear'd, there Conqueſt triumphs moſt. 

This proves my bold Aﬀertion, not toa bold, —- 
What are His Arts to. lay our F cars aſleep? _ 

Tiberian Arts his Purpoſes wrap up  _ 

In deep Diflimulation” $ darkeſt } , © . 

Like Princes unconfeſt in foreign Courts,  _ 

Who travel under Cover, Death aſſumes  _ + 

The Name'and Look of Life, and dwells among Us. 

_ He takes all Shapes that ſerve his black Degas .. | 
'Tho? Mafter of a wider Eopphe © far” DT kein 
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Than that, o'er which the Roman Eagle flew ; ; 


Like Nero, he's'a Fidler, Charioteer, 
Or drives his Phaeton, in Female-Guile ; 


| Quite unſuſpeRed, tilt, the Wheel beneath, cos a8 


His difarray'd Oblation he devours. 
He moft affefs the Forms leaſt like himſelf, 
His ſlender Self. Hence burly Corpulence = 
Is his familiar Wear, and ſleek Diſguife, 
Behind the roſy Bloom he loves to lurk, 
Or ambuſh in a Smife ; or wanton dive 
In Dimples deep; Love's Eddies, which draw i in. 
Unwary Hearts, and fink them in Deſpair. 
Such, on Naxc1s84's Couch, he loiter'd long 
Unknown ; and, when deteQed, ill was feen 
To /mile ; fach Peace has Lnccads in Death! 
Moſt happy they ! whom leaſt his Arts deceive. 
One Eye on Death, and one full fix'd on Heav? 22 
Becomes a Mortal, and Immortal Man, _. © . 


> 
. 


Long on his Wiles a piqu'd and jealous Spy, _ pe 
I've ſeen, or dreamt I ſaw, the 'Tyrant dre/s ; Fox +6 Ag] 
Lay by his Horrors, and put on his Smiles. 
Say, Muſe, for thou remember'ſt, call it back, 
And ſhew Lorenzo the furpriſing Scene; | 
If 'twas a Dream, his Genius can explain, * ne | 
*Twas in a Circle of the Gay I ſtood. wh hen 
Death would have enter'd ; Nature puſht Kim back; I 
Supported by a Door of Renown, 
His Point he gain'd. © Then artfully di/nift | 
The Sage z for Death deſign'd to be ha. 
He'gave an old vivacious Ufurer 


+ | : & 


His meagre AſpeQ, and his naked Bones : pt, 
In Gratitude for plumping up his Prey, _+ __ 
A pamper'd Spendthrift ; whoſe fantaſtic Air, 954 
Well-faſhion'd Figure, and cockaded Brow, | 
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He took in Change, and underneath the Pride 

_ Of coſtly Linen, tuck'd his filthy Shroud, 

| His crooked Bow he ſtraiten'd to-a Cane z 

And hid his deadly Shafts in Mrs a's Eye. 

| The dreadful Maſquerader, thus equipt; 

Out-ſallies on- Adventures. Aſk you where ?. 

Where is he not? For his pecyliar Haunts, 

Let his ſuffice ; ſure as Night follows Day, _ 

_ Death treads in Pleaſure's Footfteps round the World, 

When Pleaſure treads the Paths, which Rea/on ſhuns, | 
_ When, againſt Reaſon, Riot ſhuts the Door, © 

And Gaiety ſupplies the Place of Ser/e, 

'Then, foremoft at the Banquet, and the Ball, 

Death leads the Dance, or ſtamps the deadly Die; 

Nor ever fails the midnight Bowl to crown. | 

_ Gaily caroufing to his gay Compeers, 

Tnly he laughs, to ſee them laugh at him, 

As abſent far : And when the Revel burns, 

When Fear is baniſh'd, and triumphant Thought, 
| Calling for all the Joys beneath the Moon, 
Againſt him turns the Key ; and bids him ſup 

With their Progenitors—He drops. his Maſk 5 
- Frowns out at full ; they ſtart, deſpair, expire. 

Scarce with more ſudden Terror and Surprize, 

From his black Maſque of Nitre, touch'd by Fire, 

_ He burſts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 

And is not this triumphant Treachery, 

And more than /imple Conqueſt, in the F iend? 

And now, LoREnzo, doſt thou wrap m7 Soul « 

In ſoft Security, becauſe unknown _ 

' Which Moment. is cammiſſion'd to deftroy 2 

In Death's Uncertainty thy Danger lies. 

Is Death uncertain ?” Therefore 'Thou be fixt ; 

Fixt as a Centinel, all Eye, all Ear, ' | 
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All ExpeRation of the coming Foe. | 

Rouſe, ſtand in Arms, nor leatr againſt thy Spear ;_ ; 
Leſt Slumber ſteal one Moment o'er thy Soul, . | 
| And Fate ſurpriſe thee nodding. Watch, be ſtrong z 
Thus give each Day the Merit, and Renown, 

Cf dying well ; tho? doom'd but once to die. 

Nor let Life's Period hidden (as from moſt) 

Hide too from Thee the precious Uſe of Life. 

Early, 'not ſadden, was Narcissa's Fate. 
- Soon,” p6t ſurprifing, Death his Viſit paid. 

Her Thought went forth: to meet him on has Ways | 
Nor Gazety forgot it was to die. 4 

Tho? Fortune too (our third and final, Thins), - 
As an Accomplice, play'd her gaudy Plumes, 

And ev'ry glitt'ring Gewgaw, on her Sight,  .- 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its Mark. _ F 
Death's dreadful Advent is the Mark of Man's | 
And ev'ry Thought that miſſes it, is blind, 5 hy 
Fertune, with Youth and Gazety, conſpir'd «©, 
To weave a triple Wreath of Happineſs | 

(If Happineſs on Earth) to crown her Brow, . 
And could Death charge thro? ſuch a ſhining Shield ? 

That fhining Shield izwites the Tyrant's Spear... ig in 

As if to: damp our elevated Aims, - ; 
And ftrongly preach Humility to Man.. 

O how portentous is-Proſperity t | | 
How, Comet-like, it threatens, while it ſhines! _ 
Few Years but yield us Proof of Death's Ambition, I. 
To cull his Vi&tims from the faireſt Fold, ' 
And ſheath his Shafts in all the Pride of Life. | 
When flooded with Abundance, purpled o'er + =_ 
With recent Honours,--bloom'd with ev 'ry Bliſs, 7 4 
Set up in Oftentation, made the Gaze, 

The gaudy Centre, of the publick Eye, - "an 
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| When Shamas thus has toſs'd her Child in Air, 
 Snatcht from the Covert of an humble State, | 


How often have I ſeen-him dropt at once, 
Our Morning's'Envy !. and our Ev' man: s Sigh! 


As if her Bounties/were the Signal giv'n, 
The flow'ny, Wreath to mark the Sacrifice, _ 
. And call Death's Arrows on the deſtin'd Prey. 


High Fortune ſeems in cruel League with .” : 
Aſc you for what ? To give his War on Man 
The deeper Dread, and more illuſtrious Spoil n 


Thus to keep daring Mortals more in Awe. 


And burns Loxenzo flill for the Sublime 
Of Life ? to hang his airy Neſt on high, 
On the ſlight. Timber of the topmoſt Bough, 


' Rockt at each. Breeze,. and menacing a Fall ? 


Granting grim Death at equal-Diſtance there ; 
Yet Peace begins juſt where Ambition 'ends.  _. 


What makes Man wretched? Happineſs dery'd?. 
- Lorenzo! no: *Tis Happineſs di/dain'd.'. 


She comes too meanly dreft to. win our, Smile ;,. 


: And calls herſelf Content, a homely Name! _ 
-» Our Flame-is Tranſport, and Content our Scorn. - 


Ambition turns, and ſhuts the Door againſt her, -. | 
And weds a Tal, a Tempeſt, in her ſtead; | © 


A Tempeſt to warm T ran/port near of kin. 


Unknowing, what-our mortal State admits, _ 


Life's modeſt Joys we-ruin, while we raiſe 5 . - 


And all our.Ecſtafies are Wounds to Peace: 


Peace, the full Portion of Mankind, below. . . 


_ And fince thy Peace is dear, ambitious You! 
Of Fortune. fond, - as. thoughtleſs of thy Fate !, 
As late I drew:Death's Picture, toſtir up . 


Thy wholeſome Fears; now, drawn.in ITY fox 


Gay Fortant's, thy vain Hopes. to reprimand,” 
” FT, "*. WE See, 


Fd 


| The RELayPse. : 
See, high in Air, the ſportive Goddeſs hangs, 


W Unlocks her Caſket, ſpreads her glitt'ring 'Ware, 
And calls the giddy Winds to puff abroad 


W Her random Bounties o'er the gaping Throng. 
= All ruſh rapacious ; Friends &&r trodden Friends ; 
Sons o'er their Fathers, Subje&ts o'er their Kings, 
Prieſts o'er their Gods, and Lovers o'er the Fair, 
(Still ore adox?d) to ſnatch the golden Show'r. 

Gold glitters moſt, where Firtue ſhines no more ;; 
As Stars from abſent Suns have Leave to ſhine. 
O what a precious Pack of Votaries 17 
Unkennell'd from the Priſons,. and the Stews, 
Pour in, all op*ning in their Idol's Praiſe !! 
All, ardent, eye each Waftnre of her Hand,. 
And, wide-expanding their voracious Jaws, 
Morſe] on Morſel ſwallow down unchew'd,. . 
Untaſted, * thro? mad Appetite for more; _ 
Gorg'd to:the Throat, yet lean and rav*nous ſtill.. 
Spacious All,. to trace the ſmalleſt Game, _ 
And bold to ſeize the greateſt.. If (bleſt Chance !)- 
Court-Zephyrs ſweetly breathe, they: taunch, they "Ys 
O'er Juſt, o'er Sacred,, all forbidden Ground, 
Drunk with the burning. Scent of Place or Pow? _ 
Staunch to the Foot of. Lucre, till. they die.” 

Or, if- for. Men. you take them,. as I mark 
Their Manners, 'Thou-their various Fates furvey... 
With Aim miſ-meaſur'd, and: impetuous Speed, 
Some darting, ſtrike their-ardent Wiſh far. off, 
Thro? Fury to poſſeſs it.:. Some ſucceed, . 
But ſtumble, and. let fall: the taken-Prize. _: ' 
From /ome, by ſudden Blaſts, *tis whirPd away, 
And lodg'd in Boſoms' that ne'er.dream?d of Gain, 
To /ome it ſticks ſo cloſe, that, when torn off, 6 3 
Torn is the Man, and mortal is the Wound.” - +. \. +/, 
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| 7 0g fo) *er-enamour'd of their Bags, run mad, 


Groan under Gold, -yet weep for want of Bread, 
Together /ome (unhappy Rivals !) ſeize, 

And rend Abundance into Poverty ; 

Loud croaks the Raven of the Law, and dates 


| Smiles too the Goddeſs ;- but ſmiles moſt at thoſe, 


(Juſt Victims of exceditagt Defire !) 

Who periſh at their own Requeſt, and, al = 
Beneath her Load of laviſh Grants, Expire, 

Fortune 1s famous. for her Numbers. ſlain. 


The Number ſmall; which Happineſs can | bears 
_ Tho? varus for a while their Fates; at laſt. 


One Curſe involves them All ; At Death's Approach 
All read their Riches backward into Loſs, 


And mourn in juſt Proportion to their Store. 
And-Death's Approach (if orthodox my. Song) 


Ts haſten'd by the Lure of Forzune's Smiles, 
| And art thow ſtill a Glutton of bright Gold ? 
And art thou Kill rapacious of thy Ruin ? 


Death loves a ſhining Mark, a ſignal Blow ; 


A Blow, which, while it executes, alarms ; 
And ſtartles Thouſands with a ſingle Fall. 
As when ſome ſtately Growth of Oak,.or Pine, 


Which nods aloft, and proudly ſpreads her Shade, 
'The Sun's Defiance, and the Flock's Defence ; 
By the ftrong Strokes of lab'ring Hinds fubdu'd,. 


_ Loud groans her laſt, and, ruſhing from her Height, 


In cumbrous Ruin, thunders to the Ground'; 

The conſcious Foreſt trembles at the Shack, 

And Hill, and Stream, and diſtant Dale, reſound; 
Theſe high-aim'd Darts of Death, and theſe alone,, 

Should: I colle&, my Quiver would be full. 


A Quiver, which, ſuſpended 3 in mid Air, 
Or near Heav'n' $, Archer, in the Codiac, ONS 
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| So ad it be) /hould draw the public Eye, '- 
The Gaze and Contemplation of Mankind ! 


A Conſtellation aweful, yet bemgn, 
To guide the Gay thro? Life's. tempeſtuous Wave 3 = 
Nor ſuffer them to ſtrike the common Rock, .- 


_ «, From greater Danger to- grow more hookers, | | 


« And, wrapt ir Happineſs, forget their Fate.” 
Ly$SANDER, happy paſt the common Lot, - 

Was warn'd of Danger, but too gay to- fear... 

He woo'd the fair Aspas1a : She was kind : 


| In Youth, Form, Fortune, Fame, they both were bleſt: 


All who knew, envy'd; yet in Envy lov'd : 

Can Fancy form more finiſh'd Happineſs ? 

Fixt was the Naptial Hour, Her ſtately Dome 
Roſe on the ſounding Beach.. The glitt'ring Spires 
Float in the Wave; and break againſt the Shore :. 

So break thoſe glittring Shadows, Human Joys. 
The faithleſs Morning ſmil'd : He takes his Leave, 
To re-embrace in Ecftafies,, at Eve. a 
The riſing Storm'forbids.. © The News arrives : | 
Untold, ſhe ſaw it in her Servaiit's Eye. 

She felt it ſeen (her Heart yas apt to feel}; 
And, drown'd, without thefurious Ocean's Aids 
In Tuffocating Sorrows ſhares his Tomb. 
Now, round the ſumptnous, Bridal prong 
The guilty Billows innocently roar ; , 
And the rough Sailor paſſing, drops a Tear. 

A Tear ? Can Tears ſuffice ?— But not for me. 

How vain our Efforts ! and our Arts, how vain} 
The diffant Train of Thought I took, to ſhun, ' | ' 


Has thrown me on my Fate—The/e Uy' 'd be. orerethi A 


Happp.3 in Ruin ! undivorc'd by Death !- 
Or ne'er to meet, or ne*er to part; 'is/ FOI 1458 


Nancioea ! !” Pity bleeds at Thought of Thee, | 
FE 6. 1 
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"Ya Thop waſt only near me; not: my/elf. 
Survive 2m/lf?—T hat cures all other Woe... 
Narcissa lives; PHILANDER is forgot. . 
© the ſoft Comes | O the tender Tyes,-, 
Cloſe-twiſted with the Fibres of the Heart! 
Which, broken, break them ; and drain off the Sout: | 
Of Human Joy ; and make it Pain to live= 
| And is it then to live > When /uch Friends part,. 
*Tis the Survivor dies = My Heart! no more... 
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NIGHT the SIXTH. 


"THE 


INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 
INT WO PARTS. 
”  EORTALNING 
The NaTure, PROOF, and TMPORTANCE,, 
Y IMMORTALITY. 
BART THE BTK'S Te: 


Where, among. other Things, Gros Y and Ric HE $ are- 
|  partientirly. conhidered.. 


Humbly aſcribed to the Right Honourable 


HENRY PEL HAM 


Firt Lox Dp COMMISSIONER of the TxrasuRY; 
| and Cnancalilok of: the AREA TCREES: 
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FE W Ages have PR deeper in Diſpute ademt Religions 

than this. The Diſpute about Religion, and the. Pradice 
of it, ſeldom go together. The ſhorter, therefore, the Diſ- 
ute, the better. 1 think it may be reduced to this fengle. 
Queſtion, Is Man Immortal, or.is he not ? JF he 7s not 
ell our Diſputes are mere Amuſements, .or Trials of Skill. In. 
this On Truth, Reaſon, Religion, which give our Diſs. 


courſes 


vio PREFACT. 
eourſes ſuch Pomp and Selemnity, are { as will be fhewn) mere 
empty Sounds » Without any Meaning in them, But if Man 
' is Immortal, it will behove him to be wery ferions about 
eternal Conſequences ;5 or,. in other Words, to be truly reli- 
gious. And this great fundamental Truth, uneftabliſhed, on 
- «nawuaken'd in the Minds of Men, is, I conceive, the real 
| Source and Support of aſl our Infidelity ;\ how remote ſoever 
#he particular Otjedions advanced may ſeem to be from it, 
 _ Senſible Appearances. affe#? mot Men much more than 
- abſtract Reaſonings ; and we daily /ee Bodies drop around 
#5, but the Soul is inviſible, The Power which Inclination 
has over the Judgment, #s greater than can be <vell con- 
 geirved by thoſe that have not had an Experience of it ; and 
of what Numbers is it the ſad Intereſt, that Souls ſhould net 
furvive ! The Heathen World confeſſed, that they rather 
hoped, than firmly believed Immortality ! and how many 
Heathens have wve ſtill amongſt us { The ſacred Page aſſures 
us, that Life and. Immortality ts brought to Light by the 
Geo/pel : But by how many is the Goſpel rejefed, or over- 
looked ! From theſe Conſiderations, and from my being, acci- 
. eentally, privy to the Sentiments of ſome particular Perſons, 
| T have been long perſuaded, that moſt, if nat all, our Infidel; 
(whatever Name they take, and whatever Scheme, fof 4r- 
guments ſake, and to keep themſelves in Countenance, they 
patronize ) are ſupported in their deplorable Error, by Joe 
Doubt of therr Immortality, at the Bottom. And I am /a- 
tisfied, that Men once thoroughly convinced of their Immorta- 
tity, are not far from being Chriſtians. For it is hard t» 
conceive, that a Man fully conſcious eternal Pain or Happint/s 
' ewill certainly be his Lot, ſhould not earneſtly, and impartiall;, 
inquire after the fureft Means of eſcaping One, and ſecuring 
the Other. And of fuch an earneft and on rotors Inquiry, 1 
quell know the Conjequente. = 
Here, therefore, in Proof of this moſt" fundamental 7 wh 
Jowe. _ _—_—_— are offered ;, Arguments derived from 
Principles 
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Principles which Infidels admit in common with Brliewers ; ; 
Arguments, ewhich appear to me altogether irreſiſtible ; and 
ſuch as, 1 am Satisfied, will have great Weight with all, 

2who give themſelves the ſmall Trouble of looking ſeriouſly into 
their own Boſoms, and of obſerving, with any tolerable De- 
gree of Attention, what daily paſſes round about them in the 
World. 1f fome Arguments fhall, Here, occur, avhich 
Others have declined, they are ſubmitted, with all Deference,. 
to better Fudgments in this, of all Points, the moſt 7mportant, 
For, as to the Being of a God, that is no Jonger diſputed ; 
but it is undiſputed for this Reaſon only ; viz. Becauſe whert 
the leaſt Pretence to Reaſon is admitted, it muſt for ever be 
indiſputable. And of conſequence no Man can be betrayed into 
a Diſpute of that Nature by Vanity, which has a principab. 
Share in animating our modern C ombatants bs other 


Ar Ficles of our Belief 


gd E * PS \ know not yet bo Nanie in Heaven) 
Not early, like Narc15sa, left the Scene ; 
Nar ſudden, like PyH1LanDER. What Avail ? 
This ſeeming Mitigation but mflames ; 
This fanſy'd Med'cine heightens the Diſeaſe. 
The longer known, the cloſer ſtill the uy 3; 
And gradual Parting is a gradual Death, 
'Tis the grim Tyrant's Engine, which extorts. 
By tardy Prefſure's ſtill-increafſing Weight, 
From hardeſt Hearts, Confeflion of Diſtreſs. _ 
O the long, dazk Approach thro” Years of Pain, | 
Death's Gall'ry ! (might I dare to call it ſo) | 
With diſmal Deube, and fable Terror, hung ; ; 


 vick Hope''s pale Lamp, its only glimm'ring Ray : 


» Referring to Night the Fifth, - 
| There, 


12 The ComMPLainT. Night 6, 
| There, Fate my melancholy Walk ordain'd, | 
| Forbid Self-love itſelf to flatter, There. 
How oft I gaz'd, prophetically ſad ! 
How oft I ſaw her. dead,. while yet in; Smiles ! 
In Smiles ſhe ſunk her Grief,. to leflen mine. 
She ſpoke me Comfort,. and increas'd my Painz. 
Like pow'rful Armies trenching at a Town, 
' By flow, and filent,. but reſiſtleſs. Sap,. 
| In his pale Progreſs gently gaining Ground, 
Death urg*d his deadly. Siege ;. in ſpite of Art, 
_ Of all the balmy Bleflings Nature lends. 
To ſuccour frail. Humanity... Ye Stars !. 
(Not now fr. made familiar to my Sight) _ 
And thou, O Moon ! bear Witneſs ; many a Night: 
He tore the Pillow from beneath my Head, 
Ty'd down my fore Attention to the Shock,. 
_ By ceaſeleſs Depredations on: a Life Bs 
| Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful Poſt 
Of Obſervation ! darker ev ry Hour ! 0 he 
Leſs dread the Day that drove me to the Brink,, 
And pointed at Eternity. below;  _. 
When my Soul ſhudder'd at F uturity.; .: 
When, on a. Moment's 'Point,. th* important Dye: 
_ Of Life and Death ſpun. doubtful, ere it fell, 
And turn'd up Life ; my, Title to more Woe. 
| But why more Woe ?- More Comfort. let it be.. 
Nothing is dead, but that which wiſh'd to die ;. 
Nothing 1s. dead, but. Wretchedneſs.and Pain ; 
Nothing is dead, but what incumber'd,, gall'd,. 
Block'd up the Paſs, and barr'd from real Ras -- -- 
Where dwells that With: moſt ardent of the Wile 8 
| Too dark the Sun to fee it ; higheſt- Stars | |S 
Too low to reach it ; " Death, great. Death alone, 
_ Ofer Sus and Sun, FR, lands us There.” | 
Nor 
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Nor treadful our T; ranſition ; tho? the Mind, 
An Artiſt at creating Self-alarms, 
Rich in Expedients for Inquietude, 
1s prone to'paint it dreadful, Who can take 
Death's Portrait true ? 'The Tyrant never fat. 
Our Sketch all random Strokes, ConjeQure all ; | 
Cloſe ſhuts the Grave, nor tells one fingle Tale. 
Death, and his Image riſing i in the Bram, © 
Bear faint Reſemblance ; never are alike ; 
Fear ſhakes the Pencil 3 Fancy loves Exceſs ; ; 
Dark Ignorance 1 1s laviſh of her Shades: 


And T}e/e the formidable PiQure draw. E, + 


But grant the Worſt ; *tis paſt ; new Proſpetts riſe h 
And drop a Veil eternal o'er her Tomb. ' 
Far'other Views our Contemplation claim, 
Views that o'erpay the Rigours of our Life 5 
Views that ſuſpend our Agonies in Death. 
Wrapt in the "Thought of Immortality, MIS 
Wrapt in the fingle, the triumphant Thought! 


1 A 


Long Life might lapſe, Age unperceiv'd come on; we 


And find the Soul unſated with her Theme. 
Its Nature, Proof, Importance, fire my Song. 
O that my Song could emulate my Soul ! 
Like her, Immortal. No !—the Soul diſdains 
A Mark ſo mean ; far nobler Hope infl ames 3 
If endleſs Ages can outweigh an Hour, _ 
Let not the Laurel, but the Palm, inſpire. 
"Thy Nature, Immortality ! who knows ?- 
And yet who knows it not ? It is but Life 
In ftronger 'Thread of brighter Colour ſpun, : 
And ſpun for ever ; dipt by cruel Fate | , be " 
In Stygian Dye, how black, how brittle here * 
How ſhoxt our Correſpondence with the 1 Rea 
And while it laſts, inglorious || Our beſt Deeds,- 
How wanting in their Weight!. Our higheſt Toys, - 
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It4 The. ComMPrainT. Nights, 
' Small Cordials to ſupport us in our Pain, | | 
And give us Strength to ſuffer. But how Great 
_ To mingle Int'reſts, Converſe, Amities, | 
With all the Sons of Rea/or, ſcatter'd wide: 

'Thro' habitable Space, where-ever born, 
 Howe'er endow'd ! To live free Citizens 
Of univerſal Nature! To lay hold 

| By more than feeble Faith on the Supreme pc | 
. To call Heay*n's rich unfathomable Mines - 
(Mines, which ſupport Archangels 1 in their State} 
Our own! to riſe in Science, as in Bliſs, 
| Initiate in the Secrets of the Skies! - 

To read Creation ; read its mighty Plan 

In the bare Boſom of the Deity ! 

The Plan, and Execution, to collate !- | 
To ſee, before each/Glance of piercing Thought, 

| All Cloud, all Shadow, blown remote ; and leave ' 

| No Myſtery——but that of Love Divine, 

Which lifts us on the $eraph's flaming Wang,. 

From Earth's Zce/dama, this Field of Blood,. 

Of inward Anguiſh, and of outward Ill, : :- 
From Darkneſs,, and from Duſt, to ach a Scene of 

Love's Element !. true Joy's illuſtrious Home ! , - | 

From Earth's ſad Contraſt (now deplor'd) more fart 
What exquiſite Victfitude of Fate! _ oF 
Bleſt Abſolution of our blackeft Hour} - 

Loxtnzo, theſe are Thoughts that make- Man Man, 
The Wiſe illumine, aggrandize the Great, 
How Great (while yet we tread the kindred Clod, 
| And ev'ry Moment fear to ſink beneath-. | 
The Clod ave tread; ſoon trodden by our Sons). 

_ How Great, in the wild Whirl of T zme's Purſuits, | 
To ftop, and' pauſe, involy'd in high Preſage,, 
'Thro” the long Viſto of a thouſand Years, _ «| 

To tand contemplating our diſtant Selves, _ 


- 
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| " ina a magnifying Mirror ſeen, 
Enlarg*d, Ennobled, Elevate, Divine !. 
To propheſy our own Futvurities ! 
' To gaze in 'Thought on what all Thought 1 tranſcends! 
To talk, with Fellow-Candidates, of Joys 4 
As far beyond Conception, as Deſert, | 
Ourſelves th* aftoniſh'd Talkers, and the Tale ! [ 
LoRENzZO, ſwells thy Boſom at the Thought? 
The Swell becomes thee : *tis an honeft Pride. 
Revere thyſelf;—and yet thyſelf deſpiſe. 
His Nature no Man can o'er-rate ; and none 
Can under-rate his Merit. Take good heed, | 
Nor there be modeſt, where thou ſhouldſt be proud ; . 
That almoſt univerſal Error ſhun. 
How ju/? our-Pride, when we behold zho/e Height! 
Not thoſe Ambition paints in Air, but thoſe 
Reaſon points out, and ardent Yirtue gains; . 
And Angels emulate ;z our Pride how juſt ! 
When mount we? When theſe Shackles caſt? When quit 
This Cell of the Creation ? 'This ſmall Neſt, 
Stuck in a Corner of the Univerſe, 
Wrapt up in fleecy Cloud, and fine-ſpun Air? 
Fine-ſpun to Senſe ; but groſs and feculent 
Tb Souls, celeſtial ; Souls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambrofial Gales, and drink a purer Sky ; 
Greatly triumphant on Time's farther Shore, 
Where Virtue reigns, enrich'd with full Arrears 3 
While Pomp Imperial begs an Alms of Peace. A 
In Empire high, or in proud Science deep, 
Ye born of Earth ! on what can you confer, 
With half the Dignity, with half the Gain, 
The Guit, the Glow of rational Delight, * = 
As on 7his Theme, which Angels praiſe and ſhare? - 
Man's F: ates and Favours are a Theme in Heaven, 


What- 


p | 
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' What wretched Repetition cloys us here 1 
What periodic Potions for the Sick ! Lg 
Diſtemper'd Bodies ! and diſtemper'd Minds ! 
In an Frernity, what Scenes ſhall ſtrike ! 
| Adventures thicken ! Novelties ſurpriſe! 
What Webs of Wonder ſhall unravel, there! 
What full Day pour on all the Paths of Heaven, 
And light th* Almighty's Footſteps. in the _ 
How ſhall the bleſſed Day of our Drifcharge 
Unwind, at once, the Labyrinths of Fate, 
And ftraiten its inextricable Maze ! 
If inextinguiſhable Thirſt in Man | 
Tg know ; how rich, how full, our Banquet There! 
There, not the Moral World alone unfolds ; 
The World Material, lately ſeen in Shades $:- 
And, in thoſe Shades, by Fragments oily ſeen, 
And ſeen thoſe Fragments by the lab'ring Eye, 
 Unbroken, then, illuſtrious, and intire, 
1 Its ample Sphere, its univerſal Frame,, 
v In full Dimenſions, ſwells to the Survey 5 
. | And enters, at one Glance,. the raviſh'd Sight.. _ 
From ſome ſuperior Point (where, who can tell } 
_ Suffice it, *tis a Point where Gods refide) 
How ſhall the Stranger Man's illumin'd Eye, 
| In the vaſt Ocean of unbounded Space, RES 
| Behold an Infinite of floating Worlds 
| Divide the Cryſtal Waves of Ether pure,.. - 
In endleſs Voyage, without Port? The leaf 
Of theſe diſſeminated Orbs, how great! _ 
| Great as they are, what Numbers Theſe ſepals, 
_ Huge, as Leviathan, to that ſmall Race, - 
- Thoſe twinkling Multitudes. of little Life, | = / 
He ſwallows unperceiv'd ! Szupendous Theſe | 
Yet what are theſe ſtupendous to the Whole ? 


As. Particles, as 'Atoms ill-perceiv'd; _ > 
- | | $ 
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As circulating Globules in our Veins ; 

60 vaſt the Plan : Fecundity Divine! _ 

Exub'rant Source ! perhaps, I wrong thee till. 

' If Admiration is a Source of Joy, _ 

What Tranſport hence! Yet this the Leaſt in Heaven, 
What This to that illuſtrious Robe He wears, | 
Who toſt this Maſs of Wonders from his Hand, 

A Specimen, an Earneſt, of his Power ? 

'Tis, to that Glory, whence all Glory flows, 

As the Mead's meaneſt Flow'ret to the Sun, 


This Bliſs ſupreme of the ſupremely Bleſt ? 
Death, only Death, the Queſtion can reſolve. 
By Death, cheap-bought th* Ideas of our Joy ; . 
The bare Ideas ! Solid Happineſs - __ 
So diſtant from its Shadow chas'd below. _ 

And chaſe we ſtill the Phantom thro' the Fire, - 


O'er Bog, and Brake, and Precipice, till Death? 
And toil we ftill for ſublunary Pay 2 


Defy the Dangers of the F ield and Flood, 

Or, Spider-like, ſpin out our precious All, = 
Our more than Vitals ſpin (if no Regard | 

To great Futurity) in curious Webs | 
Of ſubtle Thought, and exquiſite Deſign ; $ull# 4455 0 
(Fine Net-work of the Brain !) to.catch a Fly! - 
The momentary Buz of vain Renown! . 


Or (meaner ſtill !) inſtead of graſping Air, ty 
For ſordid Lucre plunge we in the Mire? 4 568 
rudge, ſweat, thro? ev'ry Shame, for ev'ry Gain, ' 


nd deify the Dirt, matur'd to Gold ? _ 
mbition, Av rice ; 5 the two Demons theſe, 
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" Hard- 


Which gave it Birth. But what, this Sun of Heaven k, "M 


A Name! a mortal Immortality ! by | {4 21 7rd! 


For vile contaminating Traſh ;, throw up ,, 1 
Vur Hope in Heav'n, our Dignity with Man? So1% 


ach "= thro? e ev'ry Slough our Human at 2 
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, Hard-travell'd from the Cradle to the Grive. 
How low the Wretches ſtoop! How ſteep they climb! 
Theſe Denon burn Mankind ; but moſt poſſeſs 
. LORENZO! s Boſom, and turn out the Skies. - © 

Ik it in Time to hide Fornity ? 
And why notin an Atom on the Shore, 

To cover' Ocean ? or a Mote, the Sun? | 

"Glory and Health ! have They this blinding: Pow! r? 
What if to Them I prove Loxtnzo blind? 
 Wonld it ſurprize Thee ? Be thou then furpris'd ; 
Thou neither know'ſt: T heir Nature learn from me, 

' Mark well, 'as foreign as T heſe Subjeds ſeem, 
What cloſe Connexion ties them to my Theme. 
Firſt, what is True Ambition ? 'The Purſuit 
-Of Glory, nothing le/s than Man can ſhare, 

Were they as vain, as gaudy-minded Man, 

As flatulent with Fumes of Self-applauſe, 

'Their Arts and Conqueſts 4zimals might boaſt, 
And claim their Laurel Crowns, as well as Wez 

But not Celeſtial. Here we ſtand alone ; 

As in our Form, diſtin&, pre-eminent ; | 

If rene in Thought, our Stature is our Shame ; 

And Man ſhould bluſh, his Forehead meets the Skies 

The Yifible and Preſent axe for Brutes, _ 

| A ſlender Portion; and a narrow Bound ! | 

"Theſe Reaſon, with an Energy divine, 

 Oferleaps; and claims the Future and Unſeen ; s.. 

"The vaſt Unſeen! the Future fathomleſs! 

| When the great Soul buoys up to this Vigh Point, 

Leaving grofs Nature's Sediments below, | | 
Then, and then only, Adam's Offspring quits 

'The Sage and Hero of the Fields and Woods, 

Aſerts his Rank, and riſes into Man, Wy 

This is Ambition: This is Human Fire, 
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"Can Parts or Place (two bold Pretenders !) make | 
Loxexzo great, and pluck him from the T hrong ? ? 
Genius and Art, Ambition's boaſted Wings, 
Our Boaſt but ill deſerve. A feeble Aid ! = 
Dedalian Engin'ry ! If Theſe alone 
Af our Flight, Fame's Flight 1s ru 's Fall. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er ſo high, 
Our Height is but the Gibbet of our Name. 
A celebrated Wretch when I behold, 
When I behold a Genius bright, and baſe, wi 
Of tow'ring Talents, and terreſtrial Aims ; 
Methinks I ſee, as thrown from her high Sphere, | 
The glorious -Fragments of a Soul immortal, 
With Rubbiſh: mix'd, and glitt'ring in the Duſt. 
Struck at the ſplendid, melancholy Sight, 
At once Compaſſion ſoft, and Envy, riſe—— ' 
But wherefore Envy ? Talents Ange-bright, & 
If wanting Worth, are ſhining Inflruments _ 
In falſe Ambition's Hand, to finiſh Faults 4 
[lluftrious, and give Infamy Renown. 
* Great 1H is an Atchievement of great Poaw'rs, 
Plain Senſe but rarely leads us far aſtray. 
Reaſon the Means, Afr&ions chuſe our End ; 
Means have no Merit, if our End amiſs. | 
if wrong our earth, our Heads are right in vaing 
What is a PeL my am's Head, to PELHam's Heart? 
Hearts are Proprietors of all Applauſe. 7 - v8 
Right Ends, and Means, make Wiſdom : Worldhy-aits | | 1 
5 but La//-witted, at its higheſt Praiſe, . 'Þ 
Let Genius\then deſpair to make thee great 3 = 
Nor flatter Station + What: is Station high TW 
Tis a proud: Mendicant ; it boaſts, and begsy _ = 
t begs an Alms of Homage from the Throng, | 
ind oft the Throng denies its Charity. tee ISTH D 
Monarchs, and Miniſters, are aweful Names ; 
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Whoever wear them, challenge our Devoir, 


Religion, public Order, Both exa&t 


External Homage, and a ſupple Knee, 


'To Beings pompouſlly ſet up, to ſerve 


'The meaneſt Slave ; all more 18 Merit's due, 


| Her ſacred and niviglable Right; _ 


Nor ever paid the Monarch, but the Max. 

Our Hearts ne'er bow but to ſuperior Worth ; 
Nor ever fail of their Allegiance there, ' 
Fools, indeed, drop the Mar in their Account, 
And vote the Manth into Majeſty. ; 


Let the /mall Savage boaſt his Silver Fur ; 


His royal Robe unborrow'd, and unbought, 
His own, deſcending fairly front his SIres. Fs 


Shall Man be proud to wear +is Livery, © 


And Souls in. Ermin ſcorn a Soul without ? 
Can Place or leſſen us, or aggrandize? _. 
Pygmies are Pygmies ſtill, tho* perch'd on Alps ; "IP 
And Pyramids are Pyramids-in Vales, _ | 
Each Man makes his own Stature, builds himſelf: 


Virtue alone out-builds the Pyramids; 


Her Monuments ſhall laft, when Eeypr's fall. 


Of theſe ſure Truths doſt thou demand the Cauſe? iq 


'The Cauſe 1s lodg'd in Immortality. 


Hear, and aſſent. 'Thy Boſom burns fer Pow'r T3 


What Station charms thee ? I'll inſtall thee there ; 
"Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before waſt ſomething Je/s than Man. 
Has thy new Poſt betray'd thee into Pride ?, | 
That treach'rous Pride- betrays thy Dignity ;__ 


That Pride defames Humanity, and calls. _ 
- 'The Being mean, which Szaff5 or Strings can raiſe. 


'That Pride, like hooded Hawks, in Darkneſs ſoars, 


| From Blindneſs bold, and tow'ring to the Skies. 
Tis born of Ignorance, which Knows not _ 
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An Angel's Second ; nor his Second, long, . 
A Nzz0-/quitting his Imperial Throne, _ 
And courting Glory.from the tinkling String, 
But faintly ſhadows an immortal Soul, _ + 
With Empire's Self, to-Pride, or Rapture fir'd. 
If nobler Motives mmuſter no Cure, _- e 

| Ev'n Vanity forbids thee to be vain. ,* |, 

High Warth 4s eizvated Place : *Tis more z 

It makes the Poſt ſtand Candidate for 'Thee; _ 

Makes more than Monarchs, makes an honeſt Man y 

Tho* no Exchequer: 4t commands, 'tis Wealth ; 

And tho? it wears no Ribbaxd, *tis Renown ; 

Renown, that would not quit thee, tho? diſgrac'd, 

Nor leave thee pendent on a Maſter's Smale. 

Other Ambition Nature interdidts;  _ 

Nature proclaims; it moſt abſurd in Man, 1 4'v 

By pointing at his Origin, and End ; | 

Milk, and.a Swathe, at fir/f, his whole Ra, 

His whole Domain, at /aft, a 'Turf or Stone ; 

To whom, &etaveen, a World may ſeem too ſmall, 
Souls truly great dart forward on the Wing 

Of ;u/ Ambition, to the grand Reſult, | 

The Curtain's Fall ; . zhere, ſee the buſkin'd Chief | 

Unſhod-behind this momentary. Scene 3 - | 

Reduc'd to his own Stature, low or high, 

As Vice, or Virtue, ſinks him, or ſublimes z. 

And laugh at this fantaſtic Mummery, 

This antic Prelade of groteſque Events, 

Where Dwarfs are often ftilted, and betray 

A Littleneſs of Soul by Worlds o'er-run, | 

And Natzonms laid in Blood. Dread Sacrifice -—_ 

To Chriftian Pride ! which had with Horror ſhocky 

The darkeſt Pagans, offer'd to their Gods. | 
O Thou m9 Chriſtian Enemy to Peace ! 

Apain in Arms? Again roogakiing Fate 2 
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That Prince, and That alone, 1s- truly Great, 
Who draws the Sword reluQtant, gladly ſheaths ; #0 
On Empire builds what Empire far outweighs, 
And makes his Throne a Scaffold to the Skies. 
Why 24is fo rare ? Becauſe forgot of all 
The Day of Death 3 that venerable Day, | 
Which ſits as Judge; that Day, which ſhall *pronounce 
On all our Days, abfolve them, or condemn. | 
LorENzo, never ſhut thy Thought againſt =+ 
Be Lewees ne'er ſo full, afford it cron _ 
And give it Audience in the Cabinet. 
That Friend conſulted, Flatteries apart, 
Will tel] thee fair, 1f Thou art Great, or Mean. 
'To doat on apght'may leave us, or be left, h 
Is That Ambition ? "Then let Flames deſcend, 
Point to the Centre their inverted Spires,” 27 
| And learn Humiliation from a Soul, '_ 
Which boaſts her Lineage from celeſtial Fire, 
Yet The/+ are they, the World pronounces wiſe; 4% 
- The World, which cancels Nature's Right and Wrong, © 
And caſts new Wiſdom : Ev'n the grave Man lends | 
_- Has folemn F ace, to countenance the Coin. | 
Wiſdom for Parts is Madneſs for the Whole. | " 
This ſtamps the Paradox, and gives us leave Pr, 
'Fo call the Wiſeſt weak, the Richeſt poor, 
'The moſt 'Ambitious, Unambitious, Mean ; 
In Triumph, mean ;- and abje&, on a Throne. 
Nothing can make it lefs than mad in Man, ' 
_ To put forth. all his Ardor, all his Art, 
And give his Soul her full unbounded F light, 
But reaching Him, who gave her Wings to fly. | 
When þlind Ambition quite miſtakes her Road, UL 
| And downward pores, for'that which ſhines above, ST a 
- Subſtantial Happineſs, and true Renown;  _ A 


Then, like an: Idiot gazing on the brook, ' _ 
«he 9 OITET. $ Eh 
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KWe leap at Stars, and faſten in the Mud ; 
\t Glory graſp, and fink in Infamy. | 
Ambition /! pow! *rful Source of Good and Ill! | 
hy Strength in Man, like Length of Wing in Birds, 
hen diſengag'd from Earth, with greater Eaſe, 
And ſwifter Flight, tranſports us to.the Skies ; * 
By Toys entangled, or in Guilt bemir'd, 
It turns a Curſe; it is our Chain, and Scourge,. 
In this dark Dungeon, where confin'd we. lie, 
loſe-grated by the ſordid Bars of Sen/e ; 
11 Proſpe& of Eternity ſhut out ; 
And, but for Execution, ne'er ſet free. 
With Error in Ambition juſtly charg'd, 
Find we Loxxnzo wiſer in his Fealth ? 
'hat if thy Rental I reform ? and Gay. 
An Inventory new to ſet thee right 2. | 
Vhere, thy rue Treaſure ? Gold "ack 7 ; Not | in me: zo» 
nd, *« Not in me,” the Di mond, Gold is poor ;. 
ndia's inſolvent : Seek it in Thyſelf, . | 
Seek in thy naked Self, and find it There ; 
In Beirg ſo deſcended, form'd, endow'd ; 
Sky-born, ſky-guided, fky-returning Race! 
Eret, Immortal, Rational, Divine ! 
In Senſer, which inherit Earth, and Heav'ns ; 
Enjoy the various Riches Nature yields ; Wdkeett 
Far nobler ; gawe the Riches they enjoys _ 
ive Taſte to Fruits ; and Harmony to Groves ; | 
heir radiant Beams to Gold, and Gold's bright Sire ; = 
ake in, at once, the Landſchape of the World, 
it a fmall Inlet, which a Grain might cloſe, 
ind half create the wond”rous World they ſee. 
Our Senſes, as our Reaſon, are divine. 
ut for the magic Organ's-pow'rful Charm, 
arth were a rude, uncolour'd Chaos, ſtill. 
_ are but_th' Occaſion ; ours th' oars 
LAPS G 2 
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Ours is the Cloth, the Pencil, and the Paint, 
Which Nature's admirable PiQture draws ; 

And beautifies Creations ample Dome. 

Like Milics's Eve, when gating on the Lake, 
Man makes the matchleſs Image, Man admires. 


Say then, Shall Man, his Thoughts all ſent abroad, 


Superior Wonders m Himſelf forgot, 

His Admiration wafte on ObjeRs round, 

When Heav'n makes Him the Soul of all he fees ? 

Abſurd ! not rare! ſo Great, ſo Mean, is Man. 
What Wealth in Sex/es ſuch as theſe ! What dkepgr 


In Fane, fir'd to-form a fairer Scene 
'Than Senſe ſurveys ! ! In Mem'ry's firm Record, 


Which, ſhould it perifh, could this World recall 
From the dark Shadows of 6*crwhelming Years! $ 


| In Colours freſh, originally bright, 


Preſerve its Portrait, and teport its Pate! 


What Wealth in Inel#, that ſov'reign Pow'r ! 


Which Se/e, and-Fancy, ſirmmons'to the Bar ; 


Interrogates, approves, 'or reprehiends ;. 


And from the Maſs thoſe ' Underlings import, 
From their Materials fifted, and refin'd, Wh 


And in Truth's Balance accurately weigh'd, 


Forms Art, and Stence, Government, and Lan; 


 'The folid Baſis, and the beanteons Frame, * 


The Vitals, and the Grace of 'Civi] Life! 
And Maiters' (ſad Exception !) fet afide, 


_ Strikes'out, with Maſter-hand; * Copy fair 


Of His Idea, whoſe indulgent Thought, 


Long, long, ere Chaos teem'd, »lann'd Bauman Bliſs. 


What Wealth in Souls thatſoar, dive, ripe around, 


 Diſdaining Limit, or from Place, 'or Tyme ; 


And hear at-onee, in''Thought 'exfenſive, hear 
Th Almighty Fas, and: the Trumpets Sound ! 
Bold, on --Creatzon's '/Quthde walk, and view - 
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What was, and-is, and- more than e'er ſhall be; ' 
Commanding, with Omnipotence of Thought, 
Creations new. in Fancy's. Field to- rife ! ' 4 
Souls, that can graſp whate'er th? Almighty ious: 3 
And wander wild thro” Things impoſſible !- 
What Wealth, in Faculties of endleſs Growth, 
In quenchleſs Pafſiens violent to crave, 

In Liberty to chuſe, in Poww'r. to reach, 

And in Duration (how thy Riches riſe |) 
Duration to perpetuate — boundleſs Bliſs.) 


Aſk you, what Peww'r reſides in feeble Man - 
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That Bliſs, to gain ? Is Ztue's, then, ynknawnt 
Virtue, our preſent Peace, gur fytyre Prize, | 
Man's unprecarious, natural Eftate, 
Improveable at Will, in-Virtue hes ; 

Its Tenyre {ure ; its Income 1s divine. 


High-built Abundance, Heap on Song for what p 


To breed new Wants, and beggar: us. the mers 3 - 
Then, make a richer Scramble for the Thowng 3 


Soon as this feeble Pulſe, which leaps { long - 
Almoſt by Miracle, 1s tir'd with Play, _ 


Like Rubbiſh from diſploding Engines throjns 


Our Magazines of hoarded Trifles fly ; 
Fly diverſe ; fly to E 'oxeigners, to. Foes ;, | 


New Maſters court, and call the former Fook SAM 


(How juſtly !) for Dependence on their Stay. 


Wide ſcatter, firſt, aur Play-things ; then, our Du. 


Doſt court Abundance for the ſake of Peace ? . 
Learn, and lament thy pap* = pading BG ; 
Riches enable to þe richer till ; Th 
And, Richer ſtill, what Mortal «an. reſiſt ? 

Thus Wealth (a cxuel Taſk-maſter !) injoins 


New Toils, ſucceeding Tails, an endleſs Train t - 
And murders Peace, which taught it firſt to ſhine, 


The Poor are half A9 wretched, as the Rich ; 7 
; G 3 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe proud and painful Privilege it is, 
At once, to'bear a double Load of Woe ; 
To feel the Stings of Envy, and of Want, 
Outrageous Want ! both Indies cannot cure. 
A Competence is vital to Content. 7 
Much Wealth is Corpulence, if not Diſeaſe ; ; 
Sick, or incumber'd, is our Happineſs. | 
A Competence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content, where Heav'n can give no more! 
| Atore, like a Flaſh of Water from a Lock, 
Quickens our Spirit's Movement for an Hour ; 
But ſoon its Force is ſpent, nor riſe our Joys 
Above our native Temper's common Stream. 
Hence Diſappointment lurks in ev'ry Prize, 
As Bees in Flow'rs ; and ftings us with Succeſs, 
The rich Man, who denies it, proudly feigns ; ; 
Nor knows the Wiſe are privy.to the Lye. _ 
| Much Learning ſhews how little Mortals know ; = 
— Much Wealth, how little Worldlings can enjoy > ” 
At beſt, it babies us with endleſs Toys, | 
And keeps us Children till we drop to Duft. 
As Monkeys at a Mirror ſtand amaz'd, | 
They fail to find, what they ſo plainly fee; 
Thus Men, in ſhining Riches, ſee the Face | 
Of Happineſs, nor know it is a Shade ; | 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again, 
And*wiſh, and wonder it is abſent till. 
How Few can reſcue Opulence from Want! 
Who lives to Nature, rarely can be poor; 
Who lives to Fang, never can be rich. 
Poor is the Man in Debt; the Man of Gold, 
In Debt to Fortune, trembles at her Pow'r. 
The Man'of Reaſon ſmiles at Her, and Death. 
O what a Patrimony this! A Being : 
Of ſuch inherent Strength and Majeſty, 


Fa 


Not 


The Infidel Reclaimed.” 127 


Not Worlds poſſeſt can raiſe it ; Worlds AE T 
' Can't injure 3 which holds on its glorious Courſe, . 
When thine, O Nature! ends; too. bleſt to mourn. 
Creation's Obſequies. What Treaſure, this / 
The Monarch is a Beggar to the Man. 
Inmortal ! Ages paſt, .yet nothing gone ! 
Morn without Eve ! a Race without a Goal !. 
' Unſhorten'd by Progreſſion Infinite !. - 
Futurity for ever future-! Life _ 
Beginning ſtill,, where Computation. ends ! 
"Tis the Deſcription of a Dezzy / 
Tis the Deſcription of the meaneſt Slawe : 
The meaneſt Slave dares: then Loxtnzo ſcorn ? 
"The meaneſt Slave thy /ov'reign Glory ſhares, _ 
Proud Youth. !. faſtidivus of the lower World | - 
Man's /awuf#] Pride includes Humility ; 
Stoops to the Loweſt ; is too great to find 
Inferiors:;. all-Immortab!: Brothers all ! _ F 
Proprietors eternal. of thy Love.. - _ ES 
IMMORTAL ! What can firike- the Senſe fo irong, 
As this the Soul? It Thunders tor the: Thought ; 5 
Reaſon amazes; Gratitude ov'erwhelms ; _ 
No-more we ſlumber on the Brink of Fate ; 
Rous'd at the Sound,. th' exulting Soul aſcends, - 
And breathes her. native Air ; an Air that feeds | 
Ambitions high,. and. fans ethereal Fires; __ 
Quick-kindles all that is Divine within us; 
Nor leaves one loit'ring Thought beneath the Stars. 
Has net, Loxenzo's Boſom caught the Flame ? 
Immortal ! Were but one Immortal, how | 
Would others envy ! How would Thrones adore ! - 
Becauſe *tis common, is the Bleſfling loſt ? 
How ?his ties up the bounteous Hand of Heay? n!. 
O vain, vain, vain! all elſe ! Erzernity / 
A Rats and a needful Refuge, that, Ne kn PO TIO: 
<= W 4 From 
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And all ny do, what has by Man been done, 


From vile Impriſonment, in abje& Views. 
*Tis Immortality, *tis That alone, 
Amid Life's Pains, Abaſements, Emptineſ, 
The Soul can comfort, elevate, and. fill. 
That only, and That amply, this performs ; 


| Lifts ws above. Life's Pains, her Joys above ; 


Their Terror 2ho/z ;' and theſe Does Oe loſe ; 

_ Eternity depending covers all z | 

Eternity depending all atchieves'; $$ 19%. 

Sets Earth at Diſtance ; caſts her into Shades ; . 
Blends her DiſtinQions ; abrogates her Pow'rs ; 
'The Low, the Lofty, Joyous, and Severe, 
Fortune's dread. Frowns,. and faſcinating Smiles, 
Make one promiſcuous' and negleQed Heap, © 


The Man beneath ;. if I may call him Man, 
_ Whom Immortality's fall Force inſpires. 


Nothing terreſtrial touches his high Thought ; 
Suns ſhine unſeen, and 'Fhunders roll unheard, - 
By Minds quite conſcious of their high aj. 
'Their, preſent Province, and their futyre Prnzey 


Divinely darting upward eviry Wiſh, | 
_ Warm on the Wing, in glorious Ab/ence loſt. 


Doubt you this 'Fruth > Why labours your Belief ? 
If Earth's whole Orb, by ſome due-diftant Eye + 
Were ſeen at once, her tow'ring ps would finke; 


And level'd 4:las leave an-even Sphere. - 


'Thus Earth, and all that earthly Minds admire, = 


Is ſwallow'd in Eternity's vaſt Round. 


'To that ſtupendous View, when Souls awake, 


| So large of late, ſo mountainous 40 Man, 


Time's Toys fubſide; and equal All below. 
Enthuſiaſtic, This? Then all are weak, | 
But rank. Enthuſiaſts. . 'To this godlike Height 
Somme Souls have ſoar'd or Martyrs ne'er had bled. 


Who, 
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Who, beaten by theſe ſablunary Storms, 
Boundleſs, interminable Joys can weigh, _ 
Unraptur*d, unexalted; uninflam'd ? * 
What Slave unbleft, who from 'To-morrow's Davin 
ExpeQts ant Empire ? He forgets his Chain, 
And, thron'd in Thought, his ab/ent Sceptre waves. 
And what a Sceptre waits us ? what « Throne! 
| Her own immenſe Appointments t6 compute, 
Or comprehend her high Prerogatives, + 
In this her dark Minority, how toils, - 
How vainly pants, the human\ Soul divine ! . 
To great the Bounty ſeems for earthly. Joy : 
What Heart but #rembles ay {o firange a Bliſs ? 
In ſpite of all the Truths the Muſe has ſing, 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough | enough revoly'd1 
| Are there who wrap the World fo cloſt about them, 
They ſee no farther than the Clouds ; and dance 
| On heedleſs Vanity's Phantaſtic Toe, 3 
Till; tumbling at a Straw, in their Carter, 
Headlong they plunge, where end both Dance and 4 Song: 7 
Are there, Loxenzo ? Is it poſſible? 
Are there on Earth (let me not call them Men) 
Who lodge a Soul immortal in their Breaſts ;, 
Unconſcious as the Mountain of its Ore ; 
Or Rock; of its ineftimable Gem > | 
When Rocks ſhall melt, and Mountains yanith, The \ 
Shall know their Treafſire ;; Treaſure, tex, nv mores. 
Are there (till more amazing !) who reſiſt | 
The riſing Thought * Who ſmother, in its Birth, '* 
The glorious Truth ? Whe firuggle to be Brutes 8 © 
Who'thro?! this Boſom-barrier burſt their-Way z' + 
And, with'reverſti Ambition, -ftrive to fink? ' © 
Who labour downwards thro* th? oppoſing Powets' = ' 
of infiGes Mika and the World again& them, |: 
| | 6G J To 
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To diſmal Hopes, and ſhelter in the Shock | 
Of endleſs Night ? Night darker than the Grave's ? - 
Who fight the Proofs of Immortality ? - 
With horrid' Zeal, and execrable Arts, | 
Work all their Engines, level their black Fi Ires, 
Ta blot from Man zh:s Attribute divine, 
(Than vital Blood far dearer to the Wiſe) 
Blaſphemers, and rank Atheiſts to T hem/elwves ? 
| To contradict theny, ſee all Nature riſe! 
| What Obje&, what Event, the Moon' beneath, 
But argues, 'or endears, 'an Afﬀter-ſcene ? 
To Reaſon proves, or weds it to De/ire? © 
All Things proclaim it: zeed/#/ ; ſome adyance 
One precious Step beyond, and prove it /zre. 
| A thouſand Arguments ſwarm round my Pen,. 
From Heaw'n, and Earth, and Man. Indulge a few,. 
By Nature, as her. common Habit, worn ; | | 
So preſſing Providence a Truth to teach. 
Which 'Truth untaught, all other Truths were vain.. 
| THOU! whoſe all-providential Eye ſurveys, 
Whoſe Hand direQs, whoſe Spirit fills and warms. 
Creation, and holds Empire far beyond !_ 
. Eternity's Inhabitant- auguſt ! 
Of two Eternities amazing Lord ! EO 
One paſt, ere Man's, or Angel's, had begun. ;. 
Aid } while I reſcue from the Foe's Oe." 
Thy glorious Immortality in Mar : 
A Theme for ever, and for all, of Weight, 
Of Moment infinite ! but reliſh'd moſt _ | 
By thoſe who: love Thee moſt, who. moſt adore. 
Natare, thy ;Daughter, ever-changing Birth' 
Of Thee the Great-/mmutabh, to'Man - + 
Speaks Wiſdom ; 1s his' Oracle ſupreme 3 $5b iy 
And he who moſt conſults her, is moſt Wilſe.. 
£4 | | LOKENIO; 
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LorENZo, to this heav'nly Delphos haſte; | | 
And come back All-immortal ; All-divine: 
Look Nature through, *tis Revolution All ; 
All Change, no Death. Day follows Night ; and Night X 
"The dying Day ; Stars riſe, and ſet, and riſe ; 
Earth takes th* Example. See, the Summer gay, 
With her green Chaplet, and ambroſial F lowers, , 
Droops into pallid Autumn : Winter grey, ph, 
Horrid with Froſt, and turbulent with Storm, 
Blows Autumn, and his golden Fruits, away :. + 
Then melts into the Spring : Soft Spring, with Breath 
Fawonian, from warm Chambers of the South, . 
Recalls the Firff. All, to reflouriſh, . fades... 
As in a Wheel, All finks, to reaſcend;. 
Emblems of Man, who paſſes, not expires. 
With this minute Diſtintion, Emblems juſt, 
Nature revolves, but Man advances ; both _ 
Eternal, zhat.a Circle, this a Line.. 
That gravitates, this ſoars. Th” aſpiring Soul 
Argent, and tremulous, like F lame, aſcends ; 
Zeal, and Humility,. her Wings to Heav*n:. 
The World of. Matter, with its various Forms, 
All dies into new Life. Life born from Death 
Rolls the vaſt: Maſs, and ſhall for ever. roll, 
No fingle Atom, once in Being, loſt, 
With Change of Counſel charges the moſt High. 
What hence infers Loxxnzo ? Can it be? © 
| Matter immortal ? And ſhall Spirit die? | © 
Above the nobler, ſhall. leſs noble riſe? 
Shall Man alone, for whom all elſe revives, 
No Reſurre&ion know ? Shall Man alone, - 
Imperial Man ! be ſown in barren Ground, + 
Leſs privileg'd than Grain; on which he'feeds Fo 
ls Man, in whom alone is Pow'r to prize | 
G 6 | - The 
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The Bliſs of Bring, or with previous Pain - 
Deplore its Period, by the Spleen of Fate, 
Severely .doom'd Death's fingle Unredeem'd ? 
Tf Nature's Revolution ſpeaks aloud, 
In her Gradat/on, hear her louder ſtill. 
Look Nature thre*, *tis neat Gradatiorx all. 
By what manute Degrees her Scale aſcends |! 
Each middle Nature join'd at each Extreme, 
.'To that above it join'd, to that beneath. 
Parts, into Parts reciprocally ſhot, 
 Abhor Divorce : What Love of Union wigns! 
Here, dormant Matter waits a Call to Life ; 
_ Half-life, half-death, join There ; Here, Life and Senſe ; | 
| There, Senſe from Reaſon fteals a glimm'ring Ray ; 
Reaſon ſhines out m, Man. But how preſerv'd 
The Chain unbroken upward, to the Realms 
Of incorporeal Life ? thofe Realms of Blifs, _ 
Where Death hath no Dominion } Grant a Make 
Half-mortal, hatf-immortal ; earthy, Part; 
And Part ethereal ; grant the Soul of Man 
Eternal; or in Man the Series ends. | 
Wide yawns the Gap ;. Connexion is no more ; 
Checkt Rea/or: halts; her next Step wants Support ; 
Sfriving to climb, ſhe tumbles from her Scheme z * Fe, 
| A Scheme, Analogy pronounc'd. fo true; = 
Analogys Man's fureſt Guide below. 
Thus far, all Natwe calls on thy Belief. - 
| And will Loxenae, careleſs of the Call, - 
Falſe Atteſtation on all Natwe charge, 
Rather than violate kis League with Death 2 
| Renounce his Reaſon, rather than renounce 
'The Duſt belov'd,. and run the Ri/que of Heav'n ? 
O what Indignity to deathleſs Souls ! vs, 
What Treaſon to the Majehy of Man ! 
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Of Man inmertal / Heat the lofty Style: _ 
« If ſo decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. 
« Let Earth diffolve, yon pond'rous Orbs deſcend, 
« And grind us into Duſt ; The Soul 1s ſafe ; 
« The Man emerges ; mounts above the Wreck, 
« As tow'ring Flame from Nature's fun'ral Pyre ; 
« O'er Devaſtation, as a Gainer, fmules ; 
« His Charter, bis znviolable Rights, ; | 
<« Well-pleas'd to learn from Thunder's Impotence, 

« Death's pointleſs Darts, and Hell's defeated Storms”? 
But theſe Chimeras zouch not thee, 'Loxenzo! 
The Glories of the World, thy ſev'nfold Shield... 

O:her Ambition than of Crowns in Air, 

And ſuperlunary Felicities, | 

Thy Boſom warm. Pl cool it, if I canz 
And turn thoſe Glories that inchant, againſ thee.. 
What ties thee to zhzs Life, proclaims the zex:. 

If wiſe, the Cauſe that wounds thee is thy Cure. 

Come, my Ambitions / let us mount together, - 

(To mount Loxexzo never can refuſe); 

And from the Clouds, where Pride delights to dwelt, 
Look down on Earth.—What ſeeſt thon? Wond'rous 
Terreſtrial Wonders, that eclipſe the Skies. [Things i 
What Lengths of labour'd Lands! what loaded Seas | 
Loaded by Man, for Pleaſure, Wealth, or War! 
Seas, Winds, and Planets, znto Service brought, 
His Art acknowledge, and promote his Ends, 

Nor can th* eternal Rocks his Will withſtand ; 

What level'd Mountains | Ang what lifted Vales 

O'er Vales and. Mountains ſumptuous Cities ſwell, 

And gild our Landſchape- with their glitt'ring Spires.. 
Some *mid the wond'ring Waves majeftic riſe ; 

And Negtane holds a Mirror to their Charms. 

Far greater fill! (what capnet mortal Might?) = 
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See, wide Dominions raviſh'd from the Deep! 
The narrow'd Deep with Indignation foams, 
Or Southward turn ; to Delicate, and Grand, 
The finer Arts-there ripen in the Sun. 

| How the tall Temples, as to meet their Gods, 
Aſcend the Skies! the proud triumphal Arch 
Shews us half Heavn beneath its ample Bend. 
High thro? mid Air, here, Streams are taught to flow ; 

Whole Rivers, zhere, lay'd by in Baſons, ſleep. 

Here, Plains turn Oceans; there, vaſt Oceans join 
Thro* Kingdoms channel'd deep from Shore to Shore ; þ. 

And chang'd Creation takes its Face from Man. 
Beats thy brave: Breaſt for formidable Scenes, 

Where Fame and Empire wait upon the Sword ? - 

| See Fields in Blood ; hear naval Thunders riſe ; 
Br1ranNia's Voice ! ! that awes the World to Peace. 
How yon enormous Mole proje&ing breaks 
'The mid-ſea, . furious Waves ! 'Their Roar amidM, 

| Out-ſpeaks the Deity, and ſays, * O Main! 

_ «6 'Thus far, nor farther ; New Reſtraints obey.” 
Earth's diſembowel'd! meaſur'd are the Skies ! 

Stars are deteRed'in- their deep Receſs! | 
Creation widens ! vanquiſh'd Nature yields ! r 
Her Secrets are extorted! A4r/ prevails ! 

What Monument: of Genius, Spirit, Power ! 

And now, Lorenzo! raptur'd at this Scene, 
Whoſe Glories render Heav'n: ſuperfluous ! ſay, 
Whoſe Footſteps 'Theſe ?— Immortals have been Here. 
Could /e/5 than Souls Immortal this have done? 
Earth's cover'd o'er with Proofs of. Souls immortal ;. - 
And Proofs of Immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand Foible, I confeſs,. 

_ 'Theſe are Ambition's Works : And Theſe are- Great : 3 
But this,. (he; leaſt immortal Souls can do; | 
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The Infidel Reclaimed. 135 
Tranſcend them all—But What can theſe tranſcend ? 
Doft aſk me, What ?— One Sigh for the Difre/t, 
What then. for. Infidels ? A deeper Sigh.. 

"Tis moral Grandeur makes the mighty Man : 

How Little they, who think aught Grear. below ? 

All our Ambitions Death defeats, but One ; 
And that it crowns.———Here ceaſe we : But, ere Iong,, 
More pow'rful Progf ſhall take the Field againſt thee,. 

| Stronger than Death, and ſmiling at the Tomb.. 
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Pas War nies the Poder, it avere well if ww8 

were at War with the Manners, of France, A Land 
of Levity, is a Laxd of Guilt. 4 Serious Mind 2 bs 
naiiue Sol of every Virtue ; and the /ingle Charadter that 
does true Honour to Mankind. The Soul's Immartality has 
been the favourite Theme with the Serious of all Ages. 
Nor is it firange; it is @ Subjed# by far the maſt intere/ting,, 
and Important, that cau enter the Mind of Mav.- Of higheſt 
Moment this Subjet# akways was, and always will be. Yet 
this its higheft Moment ſeems to admit of Increaſe, at this 
Day; 3 a Sort of occaſional Importance is ſuperadded to the 


natural Wight of it ; if that Opinion which is advanced 


in the Preface to the preceding Night, be juff. It is there 
Suppoſed, that all cur Infidels, whatever Scheme, for Are 
| . gurent's 


guivent? s Sale; and to Jus Ak: in C cuntenance, the 
patronize, are betrayed into their deplorable Error, by Fs 
| Doubt of their Immortality, at the Bottom. And the more 
4 confider this Point, the more I am perſuaded of the Truth of 
that Opinion. Tho" the Diſtruſt of a Futurity is a ftrange 
Error ; yet it is an Error into-which Bad Men may naturally 
| be diftreſſkd. For it. is impoſſible to bid Defiance to final 
Ruin, without ſome Refuge in Imagination, ſome Preſumptim 
of Eſcape. And what Preſumption is there ? There are but 
Tao in Nature; but Tawo, within the Compaſs of Human | 
| Thought.. And theſe art,—That either GOD will not, or 
| can. not puniſh... Conſidering the Divine Attributes, the Firſt 
zs too groſs to be digefled by our ſtrongeſt Wiſhes. And ſince 
: Omnipotence. zs as much a Divine Attribute as Holineſs, 
that GOD cannot puniſh, is as abJurd a Suppoſition, as the 
| Former. GOD certainly can puniſh, as ling as wicked 
Men exiſt. In Non-exiſtence, therefore, is. their only Re+ 
 fuge; and, conſequently, Non-exiftence is their firongeft Wiſh. 
And firong Wiſhes have. a firange Influence owour Opinions; 
they bias the Fudgment i in a Mamer, almoſt, incredible. And 
face an. this. Member. of their. Alternative, there are one 
ery" ſmall Appearances in their Favour, and none at all on 
_ #he other, they catch at this Reed, they. lay hold on. this Chi- 
mera. te: fave themſelves from:the Shock, and Horror, of an 
ammediate, ard. abſolute, Deſpair. 6h 
_ Or. reviewing my Subjef, by the Light which this Args- 
ment, and others of like Tendency, throw upon it, I was mort 
#nclin'd than. ever to purſue it, as it appear'd to mg to-ftrile. 
dire&ly at the. main. Root of all our. Infidelity. In.the fol 
' lewing Pages, it is, accordingly, purſued at. large; and Jomt 
Arguments for Immortality, new :( at. leaſt to me) are ven- 
tured on in them.. There alh the-Iriter. has made an At- 
tempt. to ſet the groſs Abſurdities and Horrors of Annihila- 
tion in a fuller and more affeting View, than is (1 think) 
i» be met, with elſewhere. _ 
ant | The 
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| The Gentlemen, for avhoſe Sake this Attempt wwas chiefly 
made, profeſs great Admiration' for the Wiſdom of Heathen , 
Antiquity : What Pity "tis, they are not ſincere ! 1f they were 
ſincere, how would it mortify them to- conſider, with what 
Contempt, and Abherrence, their Notions would have been 
received, by Thoſe whom they ſo much admire? W hat Die- 
gree of Contempt, and Abhorrence, would fall to their Share, 
may be conjedured by the following Matter of Fac (in my 
Opinion) extremely memorable. Of all their Heathen Wor- 

thies, Socrates ('tis well known) was the meft Guarded. 
Diſpaſſionate, and Compoſed : Yet this great Maſter of Temper 
avas angry ; and angry at his Laſt Hour ; and angry with 
his Friend; and angry fer what deſerved Acknowledgment ; 
angry, for a right and tender Inſtance of true Friendſhip to-. 
avards Him. Is not this ſurpriſing ® What could be the 
| Cauſe ® The Canſe was for his Honour ; it was a truly noble,. 
_ the), perhaps,' a too'punttilious, Regard for Immortality : 
For his Friend afting him, with ſuch an affe&ionate Concern 
as became a Friend, ** Where he ſhould depoſit his Remains ?” 
it was reſented by Socrates, as implying a diſhonourable Sup- 
pofition, that He could be fo mean, as to have Regard for ay 
thing, even in Himſelf, that was not IMMORTAL, _ 
This Fatt well confider'd, would make our Infidels avith- 
draw their Admiration from Socrates; or make them en- 
deawour, by their Imitation of this Illuftrious Example, ito. 
Hare his Glory : And, conjequently, It avould incline them ta 
peruſe the follewing Pages with Candor and Impartiality + 
Which is all I defire ; and that, for their Sakes: For I am- 
perſuaded, that an Unprejudiced Infidel muſt, mecefarily ; fe=. 
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 ConTenTs of the Seventh Night. 
TN the Sixth Night Arguments were drawn from Na- 
TURE, 78 Proof of Immortality. Here, others are 
drawn from Man: From his Diſcontent, p. 142 5 from his 
Paſſions and Powers, 143 ; from the gradual Grewth of 
Reaſon, ibid ; from his Fear of Death, ibid; from the 
| Nature of Hope, 144; and of Virtue, 145, &Cc. from 
Knowledge and Love, as being the moſt eſſential Properties of 
the Soul, 148; from the Order of Creation, 149 ; from the 
Nature of Ambition, 150, &c. Avarice, 153, 154 ; Plea- 
ſure, 154. 4 Digreſſon on the Grandeur of the Paſſions, 
\ 155, 156, Immortality atone renders our preſent State intel- 
kigible, 157. An Objefion from the Stoics Diſbelief of Im- 
mortality, anſavered, 157, 158. Endk/s Queſtions unrefobv- 
able, but on Suppeſition of our Immortality, 158, 159. The | 
natural, moſh melancholy, and pathetic Complaint of a Worthy 
Man under the Perſuafion of no Futurity, 160, &c. The groſe 
— Abſurdities and Heyrovs of Annihilation arg? d heme on L'0- 
 RENZO, 164, &c. The SouP » vaſk hnportance, 169, &c. 
from whence it ariſes, 172, 179, The Difficulty of being av | 
 Jnfidtl, 174. ThelInfamy, ibid. #he Cauſe, 175. and the Cha- 
racer, 175, 176, of an Infidel State. What True Free-think- 
| Ing is, 116, 197, The neceſſary Puniſoment of the Falle, 
178. Marx's Ruin is vom Himſelf, ibid. fr Infidel accuſer 
bim/elf of Grilt, and Hypocriſy ; and that of the worſt 
Sort, 179. His Obligations te Chriſtians, ibide hat Dan- 
ger he incurs by Virtue, 180. Vice recommended to Him, 
181. His high Pretences to Virtue, and Benevolence, ex- 
Pleded, ibid. The Conclufion, on the Nature of Faith, ibid. 


Reaſon, 182 ; and Hope, 182, 183; with an Apolog y for 
This Attempt, 183. 


HEAV'N 
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E AV'N gives the needful, but negleed, Call. . . 
What Day, what Hour, | but knocks at human 
To wake the Soul to Senſe of future Scenes ?- ings 
Deaths ſtand, like Mercurys, in ev'ry Way ; 

And kindly point us to our Journey's End. ip] 
Poyz, who couldſt make Immortals ! art 'Thou dead 
I give thee Joy : Nor will I take my Leave z 

| So ſoon to follow. Man but dives in Death 
| Dives from the Sun, in fairer Day to riſe ; 
The Grave, his fabterranean Road to Bliſs. 

Yes, infinite Indulyence plann'd it ſo ; 

Thro? various Parts our glorious Story runs 3 ' 

Time gives the Preface, endle/s Age unrolls 
The Volume (ne'er unroll'd) of haman Fate. 

This, Earth and Sties * already have proclaim'd. 

The World's a Prophecy of Worlds to come; 

And who, what Gop foretels (who ſpeaks in T; is 
Still louder than in Words ) ſhall dare deny ? 

If Nature's Arguments appear too weak, 
Turn a 'new Leaf, and fironger read m Mar. 

If Man fleeps on, untaught by what he /eaes, 

Can he prove Infidel to what he Feels ? 

He, whoſe blimd Thought Futurity denies, _ 
Unconſcious bears, BrLLEROP HON ! like thee, 
His own. Indiftment; he condemns himſelf; 
Who reads his Boſom, reads immortal Life; 
Or, Nature, there, impoſing on her Sons, 

Has written Fables; Man was made a Lye. x 


#* Night the Sixth, 
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x42 The CoMPLainT. Night 7, 
Why Di/content for ever harbour'd there ? 
Incurable Conſumption of our Peace! 
Refolve me, why, the Cottager, and King, 
- He whom Sea-ſever'd Realms obey, and he - 
Who fteals his whole Dominion from the Waſte, | 
Repelling Winter Blaſts with Mud and Straw, 
Diſquieted alike, draw Sigh for Sigh, _ 
#n Fate fo diſtant, in Complaint ſo near? _ 

. 1s it," that Things Terreftrial can't content ? 

Deep in rich Paſture, will thy Flocks complain ? | 
| Not ſo ; but. to their Maſter is deny'd: | 
"To ſhare their ſweet Serene. Man, ill at Eaſe, 

In this, not 4:s own Place, this foreign Field, 
Where Nature fodders him with other Food, 

"Than was ordain'd his Cravings to ſuffice, 

Poor in Abundance, famiſh'd at a Feaſt, 
- Sighs on for ſomething more, when moſt enjoy'd. 
Is Heav'h then kinder to thy Flocks than Thee ? 

| Not fo; thy Paſture richer, but remote ; | 
In part, remote ; for that remoter Part - _ 

Man. bleats from /z/tin&, tho', perhaps, debauch'd | 
By Sen/e, his Rea/on ſleeps, nor dreams the Cauſe. 
The Cauſe how obvious, when his Reaſon wakes ! 
His Grief is but his Grandeur in Diſguiſe 3 | 
And Diſcontent is Immortality. 
| Shall Sons of ther, thall the Blood of Heav'n, 
Set up their Hopes on Earth, and flable here, 
With brutal Acquieſcence in the Mire? . 
Lorenzo! .no! they ſhall be nobly pain'd ; 

The glqrious Foreigners, diſtreſt, ſhall ſigh 
-On 'Thrones ; and Thou congratulate the Sigh 
Man's Miſery declares him born for Bliſs ; 
8 His anxious Heart afſerts the Truth I fing, 
W And gives the Sceptic in his Head the Lye. 
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Our Heads, our Hearts, our Paſſions, and our Poxwers, 
Speak the ſame Language ; callus to the Skies: _ 
Unripen'd Theſe in this inclement Clime, | 
| Scarce riſe above ConjeQure, and Miſtake ; 
And for this Land of 'Trifles T ho/e too firong 
Tamultuous riſe, and tempeſt human Life: _ 

What Prize on Earth can pay us for the Storm ? 


Meet Obje@s for our Paſſions Heav*n ordain'd, - 


ObjeRs that challenge all their Fire, and leave 

No Fault, but in Defe& : Bleſt Heay'n ! avert 

A bounded Ardor for unbounded Bliſs ; 

O for a Bliſs anbounded ! Far beneath 

A Soul immortal, is a mortal Joy. 

Nor are our Poww'rs to periſh immature ;- 

But, after feeble Effort here, beneath 

A brighter Sun, and in a nobler Soil, 

Tranſplanted from this ſublunary Bed, | 

Shall flouriſh fair, and put forth all their Bloom. 
Reaſon progreflive, In/tin# is complete ; 

Swift In/tin& leaps ; flow Rea/on feebly climbs. 

Brutes ſoon their Zenith reach ; their little All 

Flows in at once ; in Apes they no more 

Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 

Were Man to live coeval with the Sun, _ 

The Patriarch Pupil would be learning ſtill; 

Yet, dying, leave his Lefſon half-unlearnt, 

Men periſh in Advance, as if the Sun 

Should ſet ere Noon, in Eaffers Oceans drown'd ; 

If fit, with Dim, [luftrious to compare, 

The Sun's Meridian, with the Sou! of Man, 

To Man, why, Stepdame Nature 7 fo ſevere? 

Why thrown. aſide thy Maſter-piece half-wrought, 

While meaner Efforts thy laſt Hand enjoy ? 

Or, if abortively poor Man muſt die, _ 

Nor FR. what reach. he might, why die i in Dread ? 
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144 The COMPLAINT: Night j. 


. Why eurſt with Foreſight ? Wiſe-to Miſery 2 
Why of his proud Prerogative the Prey? _ 
Why leſs pre-eminent in Rank, than Pain? 
His Immortality alone can tel; 
Full ample Fund to balance all amiſs, 
And turn the Scale in Favour of the Juſt! 
His Tmmortality! alone ;can ſolve 
'That darkeft of Znigmas, human Eope 
Of all the darkeft, if at Death we die, - _ 
Hope, eager Hope, th* Aſaſſin of our Joy, 
All preſent Bleflings treading under-foot, 
Iz ſcarce a milder Tyrant than Deſpair. _ 
With no paſt Toils content, Kul planning New, 
Hope turns us o'er to Death alone for Eale. 
' Poſſefiion, why, more taſteleſs than Pur/uit f 
_ Why is a Wiſh far dearer'than a Crown? _ | 
That Wiſh accompliſh'd, why, the Grave of Blifs ? 
Becauſe, in the great Future bury'd deep, lt 1 
Beyond our Plans of Empire, and Renown, 
Lies a/! that Man' with Ardor ſhould purſues 
| And HE who made him, bent him to the'Right. 
Man's Heart th* Az 1 MIGHTY to the Future lets, 
' By ſecret and inviolable Springs; ___ 
And makes his Hope his fublunary Joy. 
Man's Heart eats all 'Things, and is hungry ka; | 
«« More, more !” the'Glutton cries: For ſomething New 
So rages Appetite, if Man can't Mount, 
He will Defcend. He Rarves on the Poet. 
Hence, the World's Maſter, from Ambition's Spire, 
In Caprea plung*d'; and div'd beneath the ped 
\ In that rank Sty why wallow'd Empire” s ow 
_ © Supreme > Becauſe he could no higher fly.; ; 
His Riot was Ambition'in Deſpair. © 
| Old Rome conſulted Birds "PO TREITY "OG 
With more Succeſs, 'the Flight of Hope ſurveys 
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The Infidel Reclaimed. 145 
of reſtleſs Tapes for ever on the Wing. 2p 
High-perch'd o'er ev! ry Thought that Falcon ſits, 

To fly at all that riſes in her Sight ; 
And, never ſtooping, but to mount again 
Next Moment, fhe betrays her Aim's Miſtake, 
And owns her Quarry lodg'd beyond the Grave. 
- here ſhould it fail us (It muſt fail us there, 
If Being fails), more mournful Riddles riſe, 
And Virtue vies with Hepe in Myſtery, _ 
Why Virtue ? Where its Praiſe, its Being, fled * ? 
Virtue 1s true Self-intereft purſu'd : 
What true Self-intereſt of quite-mortal Man ? | 
To cloſe with all that makes him happy here. 
[f Vice (as ſometimes) 15s our Friend on Earth, 
Then Vice is Virtue ; *tis our /oq/'rejgn Good. 
In Self-applanſe is Virtue's golden Prize ; 
No Self-apphauſe attends it on thy Scheme : | 
Whence Self-applauſe ? From Conſcience of the Right. / 
And what is Right, but Means of Happineſs ? 
No Means of Happineſs when Y:r:ue yields; 
That Baſis failing, falls the Building too, 
And lays in Ruin ev'ry virtuous Foy. _ 
The rigid Guardian of a blameleſs Heart, 
So long rever'd, ſo long reputed wiſe, 
Is weak; with rank Knight-errantries o'er-run. 
Why beats thy Boſom with illuſtrious Dreams 
Of Self-expoſure, laudable, and great? th 
Of gallant Enterprize,- and glorious Death ? 
Die for thy Country ?—Thou Romantic Fool! _ 
Seize, ſeize the Plank thyſelf, and let her fink. ©: 
Thy Country / what to 'Thee ?—The Godhead; what ? 
(I ſpeak with Awe!) tho' He ſhould bid thee bleed ? . 
If, with thy Blood, thy fiza/-Hope is ſpilt, 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the Blow, 
Be deaf; preſerve thy Being 3 difobey, 
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Nor is it Diſobedience: Know, Logenzo ! 
Whate'er th* ALmiGnTY's ſubſequent Command, 
His firſt Command is this :—* Man, love thyſelf, by. 
In this alone, Free-agents are zo! free. 

Exiſtence is the Baſis, Bliſs the Prize; 

If YVirtze coſts Exiſtence, *tis a Crime ; 

' Bold Violation of our Law /upreme, 

Black Suicide ; tho? Nations, which conſult 
Their Gain, at thy Expence, reſound Applauſe. 
| Since FYirtue's Recompence 1s doubtful, Here, 

If Man dies wholly, well may we demand, 

Why is Man /uffer'd to be Good in vain ? - 

Why to be. Good in vain, is Man 7joir'd ? 

Why to be Good 1n vain, 1s Man betray'd ?' 

| Betray'd. by. Traitors lodg'd in his own Breaſt, 

By ſweet Complacencies from Virtue felt ? 
Why whiſpers Nature Lyes on Virtue's Part ? 
Or if blind' Infin# (which;alumes: the Name 
Of ſacred Conſcience).plays' the Fool in Man, 

Why Rea/on:made Accomplice in, the Cheat ? 

Why are the #7/e/ loudeſt in her Praiſe? 

Can Man by Rea/en's Beam. be. led aſtray ? | 
Or, at his Penil,: znatate bi5 Ged? - 

Since Virtue /ometimes ruins: us on: Earth, 

. Or Both. are true ; or, Man ſurvives the Grave. 

Or Man ſurvives the Grave, or.own, Lore xzo, 
*Thy Boaſt ſupreme, a wild Abſurdity,. 

' Dauntleſs thy Spirit ; Cowards are thy Scorn. 
Grant Man immertal,. and:thy .Scorn is, juſt, 
'The Man immortal; rationally brave,  _ 
Dares ruſh on Death—becauſe he cannot die, 

But if. Man loſes All,, when. Life-is loft, 
He lives a Coward, or a. Fool expires.. 
A daring Infidel (and ſuch.there are, 


S rom Pride, RN Lucee,. Rages,. Revenge, 
7 6 | Or 


Or 
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Or pure beroical Defe&t of Thought), : 
Of all Earth's Madmen, moſt deſerves a Chain, - 
When to the Grave we follow'the Renown'd 
For Valour, Virtue, Science, all we love, _ 


And all we praiſe; for Werth, whoſe Noon-tide Bei, | 
Enabling us to think in higher Style, 


 Mends our Ideas of Ethereal Powers ; 


Dream we, that Luſtre of the moral World _ 
Goes out in Stench, and Rottenneſs the Cloſe? 
Why was he wiſe to know, and warm to praiſe, 
And frenuous to tranſcribe, in human Life, 

The: Mind Ar.M1cnTyY ? Could it be, that Fate, 
Tuſt when the Lineaments began'to ſhine, 

And dawn the Derry, ſhould ſnatch the Dranglit, 
With Night eterrial blot it ont, and give 

The Skies alarm, ' let gels too might die? 

If Human Souls, why not Angelic too. 
Extinguiſh'd ? and-a //olitary Gov, SS 
O'er chaſtly Ruin, frowning from his Throne? 

Shall we this Moment gaze'on Gov in Man? | 
The next, lofe' Man for ever in the Duſt? 

From Duſt we diſengage, or Man miftates 3 | 
And There, where leaſt his Judginent fears'a Flaw. _ 
Wiſdom and Worth, how boldly he commends'! 

Wiſdom and Worth, are ſacred Names ; Rever'd, 
Where not Embrac'd; Applauded ! Deify'd1 | a 
Why not Compaſſior'd too ? If Spirits die, Rs 
Both are Calamities, ' :»f:2e2d both; + ora 
To make us but miore-wretched : W/dem's Eye 
Acute, for what ? To ſpy more Miſeries ; 

And Worth, fo recompens'd,' new-points their Sting 

Or Man ſurmounts the*Grave, or Gain is Loſs, $: =y 
And Worth exalted bzmbles us the more. © © 
Thou wilt not patronize a Scheme' that makes CE 
Yui and-Vice, the Refuge" of Maakind, 


Hz « Hes 


Has Virte, "a no hs w—yYes, Joys er-bgl 
| Talk neer fo long, in this imperfeR State, | 
Virtue, and Vice, are at eternal War. 
 Virte's a Combat ; and who fights for Nought? 
Or for precarious, or for ſmall Reward ? 
Who Virtue's Se/f-reward ſo loud reſound, 
| Would take Degrees Angelic here below, 

And Virtue, while they compliment, betray, 

By feeble Motives, .and unfaithful Guards. 

The Crown, th' unfading Crown, her Soul inſpires : 
"Tis That, and 'That alone, can countervail | 
The Body's Treach'ries, and the World's Afaults : 
' On Earth's poor Pay our famiſh'd Virtwe dies. 
Truth inconteſtable ! In ſpite of all | 

A BarLe has Preach'd, or a V=—Ex Believ'd. 

In Man the more we dive, the more we ſee 
Heav'n's Signet ſtamping an immortal Make. 
Dive to the Bottom of his Soul, the Baſe 
Suſtaining all ; what find we ? Knowledge, Love. 
As Light, and Heat, effential to the Sun, 
Theſe to the Soul. And why, if Souls expire? 
How little Lovely here ? How little Known ? 

Small Knowledge we dig up with endleſs Toil ; | 
And Love unfeign'd may purchaſe perfe& Hate. 
Why ſtarv'd, on Earth, our Azgel-Appetites;. 
While" Brual are indulg'd their fulſome F ul ? 
Were then Capacities divine conferr'd, 

As a Mock-Diadem, in ſavage Sport, _ 

Rank Inſult of our pompous Poverty, | 
Which reaps but Pain, from ſeeming Claims fo fair ?. 
In future Age lies no Redreſs ? And ſhats © 
Fiernity the Door on our Complaint? ' | 
"If fo, for what ſtrange Ends were Mortals made ! 
The Worſt to wwallow, and the Beſt to aweep 3 
'The Man who merits moſt, mult, moſt CINPRnn : $50 
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Can we conceive a Diſregard in Heav'n, 
What the Worſt perpetrate, or Beſt endure ? 

This cannot be. To Love, and Know, in Man 
|; boundleſs Appetite, and boundleſs Pow'r ; | 
And theſe demonſtrate boundleſs Objects too, 
Obje&s, Pow'rs, ANPTIOS, Heav*n ſuits in All ; 
Nor, Nature thro” » © er violates this ſweet, 
Eternal Concord, on her tuneful String. 

Is Mar the Sole Exception. from her Laws ? 
Eternity iruck off from human Hope,. 

(I ſpeak with Truth, but Veneration too) 
Man is a Monſter, the Reproach of Heav'n, 
A Stain, a dark impenetrable Cloud 

On Nature's beauteous Aſpe&t ; and- deforms, 
(Amazing Blot !) deforms her with her Lord. 
If ſuch is Man' $ Allotment, wwhat 18 Heav* n  Þ 
Or own the Soul Immortal, or Blaſpheme.. 

Or own the Soul immortal, or invert 
All Order,, Go, Mock- -Majefty ! -go,. Man !. 
And bow: to thy Superiors of the Stall 
Thro' ev'ry Scene of Senſe ſuperior __" "PAW 
They graze the Turf until'd ;. they drink the Stream | 
Unbrew'd,. and ever full, and. un-embitter'd 
With Doubts, Fears, fraitlefs Hopes, . Regrets, Deſpairs 3 ; 
Mankind*s Peculiar ! Reg/or's precious Dower !_ 1 DX 88 
No foreign Clime They ranſack for their Robes oy $4 
Nor Brothers cite to the litigious Bar; CT 
Their Good i is Good intire, unmix'd, unmarr 'd; | 
They find a Paradiſe i in ev'ry F ield,. ES 
On Boughs forbidden where no, Curſes "Ah We 
Their 1/l, no more than.ſtrikes the Senſe ; unſtretcht... 
By previous Dread, or Murmur i in the Rear; 
When the worſt comes,, 1t comes unfear'd ; one Serake. 
Begins, and ends, their Woe : They die but once 5 
Bleſt, incommunicable Privilege ! for which , 
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Proud Man, who rules. the Globe, and reads the Stars, 
Philoſopher, or Hero, fighs in vain. 

Account for this Prerogative in Brutes. 

. No Day, no Glimpſe of Day, to ſolve the wang 
Bnt what beams on it from Eternity. 

© ſole and-ſweet Solution ! That untics 

'The Difficult, and ſoftens the Severe ; 

"The Cloud on Nature's beauteons Face diſpels ; 
| Reftores bright Order ; caſts the Brute beneath ; 
_ And re-inthrones us in Supremacy 

Of Joy, ev'n Here : Admit immortal Life, 
And Virtue 1s Knight-errantry no more z | 
Each Yirtue brings in Hand a golden Dower, 

_ Far richer in Reverfion : Hops exults ; _ 

And tho' much Bitter in our Cup is thrown, 
Predominates, and gives the Taſte af Heaven. 
O wherefore is the Dziry ſo kind? © 
Aſtoniſhing beyond Aﬀoniſhment ! | 

Heav'n our Reward—for Heav'n enjoy'd Beloaw. 

Still unfubdu'd thy ftabborn Heart ?—For there 
The Traitor lurks, who doubts the "Truth I fing. 
Reaſon is guiltleſs ; Will alone rebels. * _ 

What, in that ſtubborn Heart, if I ſhould find 

. New, unexpeRted Witneſſes againſt thee ? - 
Ambition, 'Pleaſure, and the Love of Gain! © 

Canſ thou fuſpe&, that 'T]; beſe, which make the' Soul 

| The Slave of Earth, ſhould own her Heir of Heav'n? 
Canſt thou ſuſpe& what makes us diftelitue | ws 
Our Immortality, ſhould prove it ure ? 

' Firſt, then, Ambition ſummon to the Bar. 
 Ambition's Shame, Extravagance, Diſguft, 

And inextinguiſhable Nature, ſpeak, | 
Each much depo/es 3 hear them in their Tar. ET 
Thy Soul, how paſſionately fond of Fame?! + 

How anxious, that fond Paſſion to. conceal! 
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We bluſh, deteQed in Defigns on Praiſe, - . 

Tho? for beſt Deeds, and from the beſt of Men ; 

And why ? Becauſe Immortal. Art divine 

Has made the Body Tutor to the Soul ; 

Heav*n kindly gives our Blood a moral Flow ; 

Bids it aſcend the glowing Cheek, and there 

Upbraid that little Heart's inglorious Aim, - 

Which ſtcops to court a Chara&ter from Man ; 

While o'er us, in tremendous Judgment fit 

Far more than Man, with endleſs Praiſe, and Blame. 
Ambition's beundlefs Appetiie out-Tpeaks 

The Verdi& of its Shame, When Souls take Fire 

At high Preſumptions of their own Deſert, 

Oze Age is poor Applauſe; the mighty Shout, 

- The Thunder by the hving Few begun, 

Late Time muſt echo ; Worlds unborn, refound.. 

We wiſh our Names han to live ; 

Wild Dream ! which ne'er had haunted human T hongh, 

Had not our Natures. been eternal too. 

 Iffin& points out-an Int'reft in Hereafter ; 

But our blind Reaſon ſees: not where it lies 3 

Or, ſeeing, ;gives the Subſtance for the Shade. 
Fame 1s the. Shade of Immortality, | 

And in itſelf a Shadow. Soon as caught, . TENT 

Contemn'd ; it ſhrinks to nothing in the Graſp. 

Conſult th* Ambitious, tis Ambition's Cure. . | 

« And is This all ?” cry'd Czsax at his Height, 
Diſguſted. This Third Proof Ambition brings * 

Of Immortality. 'The firſt in Fame, 

Obſerve him near, your Envy will abate : 

Sham'd at the Diſproportion vaſt, between _ 

The Paſſion, and the Purchaſe, he will ſigh. 

At /ach Succefs, and bluſh at his Renown. 

And why ? Becaule far richer Prize invites | 


H 4 ines. WP. 


152 The COMPLAINT. © Night 7 
His Heart ; far more illuſtrious Glory calls; $f; 
It calls. in Whiſpers, yet the Deafeſt hear. 
And can Ambition a Feurth Proof ſupply ? 
It can, and ftronger. than the former Three ; 
Yet quite .o/erlook'd by ſome reputed Wiſe, 
Tho? Diſappointments in Ambition pain, TI 
And tho” Sueceſs di/gufts ; yet fill, LORBYTO L E 
In vain we ftrive to pluck it from our Hearts ; 
By Nature planted for the nobleſt Ends. 
Abfurd the fam'd Advice to PYRRHUS g1V n, 
| More prais'd, than ponder'd ;. ſpecious, but unſound : 
Sooner that Hero? s Sxword the World had quell'd, 
Than Reaſon, his Ambitian. | Man mk. ſoar. 
An obſtinate AQtivity within, -_ 
An inſuppreffive Spring, will toſs him up 
In ſpite of Fortune's Load. Not Kings alone, 
' Each Villager has his Ambition 09.3 5: 
No Sultan prouder than his fetter'd Slave : 
Slaves build their httle Balylons of Straw, | "EIS 
Echo the proud Afprian, in their Hearts, 
And cry,—« Behold the Wonders of my Might !” 
And why? Becauſe immortal as their Lord. 
And Souls immortal muſt for ever heave 
At ſomething Great ; the. Glitter, or the Gold x 
"The Praiſe of: FRE or the Praiſe of Heaven. + 
Nor abſolutely. vain is- Human Praiſe, . - 
Whan Human 1s ſupported by D:: vines 
Pl introduce Loxxxz0 to Himſelf : 
Pleaſure and Pride (bad Maſters !) eres our Hines: 
As Love of Pleaſure is ordain'd to guard _ 
And feed. our Bodies, and extend our Race; 
The Love of Prai/e is planted to. proteR,. 
And propagate the Glories of the Mind, | 
What is it, but: the Love of Praiſe, inſpires, 
Matures, refines, embelliſhes, exalts, 


Earth's 
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Farth's Happineſs ? From 2haz, the Delicate, | 
The Grand, the Marvellous, of Ciail Life, | 
Want and Convenience, Under-workers, lay 
The Baſis, on which Lowe of Glory builds. 
Nor is thy Life, O Yirtme ! leſs in Debt 
To Praiſe, thy ſecret ſtimulating Friend... | 
Were Men not proud, what Merit ſhould we miſs | F- 
' Pride made the Virtues of the Pagan 'World. 
Praiſe is the Salt that ſeaſons Right to Man, . 
And whets his Appetite for moral-Good, 
Thirſt of Applauſe is Virtue's Second Guard ;. 
Reaſon, her Firſt ; but Reaſon wants an Aid; » 
Our private Reaſon is a Flattereri; IE 
Thirſt of Applauſe calls public Judgment 1 in, 
To poiſe our-own, to: keep an-even Scale, | 
And give endanger'd Virtue fairer Play. 
Here a F ifth Proof ariſes, - ſtronger {till : | 
Why this ſo nice Conſtruction 'of our r Hearts? P; 
Theſe delicate Moralities. of Sex/ ;. 
This conſtitutional Referve of Aid + EV 
To ſuccour Virtue, when our Reaſon fails ; 
If Virtue, kept alive by Care and 'Toil,. 
And, . oft, the Mark of Injuries on Earth, . 
When labour'd to Maturity (its Bill. 
Of Diſciplines, and Pains, | unpaid) muſt die ?: 
Why freighted rich, to: daſh againſt a Rock ?. | 
Were Man' to periſh-when moſt fit to live, 
© how miſ-ſpent were all theſe Stratagems, . 
By Skill Divine-inwoven in our Frame? + - 
Where are Heavin's Holineſs and Mercy: fled ?- 
Laughs Heav'n, . at once, - at:/irtue, and at Maw rf 
If not, why That diſcourag'd,. This deſtroy'd d. | 
Thus far Ambition... What ſays Avarice ? Bk 
This Her chief Maxim, which has long. been. T, Bee's % 
Gs "The Wiſe and Wealthy are the ſame,” —T'grant it. 
| H.5 To 
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To ftore up Treaſure, with inceſſant Toit, 
This is Man's Province, This his higheſt Praiſe. 
To this great End keen 1//#n# ſtings him on. 
To guide that Inſtint, Reaſon / is. thy Charge; 
*T1is Thine to tell us where true Treaſure hes : 
But, Reaſon failing to diſcharge her Truſt, 


\ . Or to the Deaf diſcharging it in vain, 


A Blunder follows ; -and blind Ind»ftry, 
Gall'd by the Spur, but Stranger to the Courſe, 


(The Courſe where Stakes of more than Gold are won}: 


O'erloading, with the Cares of diſtant Ape, 
The jaded Spirits of the preſent Hour,. 
Provides for an Eternity below. 

«« Thou ſhalt not covet,” is a wie Command; 5 
But bounded to the Wealth the Sun ſurveys : 
Look farther, the Command ſtands quite xevers'd,. 
And Av'rice is a Virtue moſt divine. 
1s Faith a'Refnge for our Happineſs ? 

Moſt ſure :: And: is it not for: Reaſon: too ? 
Nothing this World unriddles, but the next... 
Whence inextinguiſhable- Thirſt: of Gain ? 
From. inextinguiſhable Life in. Man: © 
Man, if not meant, by Worth,. to reach the Skies, 
Had wanted Wing to fly ſo far in Guz/:. 
Sour Grapes, 'Þ grant, Ambition, Awvarice « 
Yet till their Root is Immortality. © $92 
Theſe its wild Growths. ſo bitter, and fo baſe,. 
(Pain and Reproach!) Religion can reclaim, 
Refine, exalt, throw down'their pois*nous Lee,. 
_ And make them ſparkle in the Bowl of BJ. 
| See, the Third Witneſs laughs at Bliſs remote, 
And falfly promiſes/an Een here: * 


Truth ſhe ſhall ſpeak for onte, tho? prone to Iye, 


A. common. HONEY and Tye 1 1s her Name. 


- 
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To Pleaſure never was Logexzo deaf; 
Then hear her now, now ff thy real Friend. 
Since Nature made us not more fond than proud: 
Of Happineſs (whence Hypocrites in Joy! 
| Makers of Mirth ! Artificers of Smiles !) 


Why ſhould the Joy moſt poignant Ser/e affords,, | 


Burn us with Bluſhes, and rebuke our Pride ? 
Thoſe Heav*n-born Bluſhes tell us Man de/cends,. 
Ev'n in the Zenith of his earthly Bliſs : 

Should Reaſon take her Infidel Repoſe; 

This honeſt /n/tin& ſpeaks our Lineage -high ; 
This Inſtin& calls on Darkneſs to conceal. 

Our rapturous Relation to the Stalls.  _ 

Our Glory covers us with noble Shame, 

And he that's unconfounded, 1s zwnmanr'd.. 

The Man that bluſhes,. 3s not quite a Brute. 
Thus far with Thee, Loxtnzo! will I cloſe ;; 

_ Pleaſure is geod, and Man for Pleaſure made ;- 
But Pleaſure full of Glory, as of. Joy ; 

Pleaſure, which neither 4/u/hes, nor expires. 

The Witneſſes are heard ; the Cauſe is o'er ;./ 
Let Conſcience file the Sentence in her Court, 
Dearer than Deeds that half. a Realm convey : 
Thus, feal'd by Truth,. th? authentic Record runs. 


«« Know, All ; Know,. Infidels, —unapt to Lt 


«IM Iavnortabiey your. Nature folves ;. 

« *Tis Immertality decyphers Man,. 

« And opens all the Myft'ries of his Make.. : 

** Without it, half his 1»/fin&s are a Riddle ;; 

«« Without it,. all his Yzr:ues are a Dream. 

« His very. Crimes atteſt his Dignity 3 _ 

« His fateleſs Thirſt of Pleaſure, Geld, and te” 
*« Declares him born for Bleſſings infinite - 

*« What leſs than Infinite, makes un-abſurd__ 

” '; Faſ Zens, Which all on Earth but more inflames ?* 
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456 - The COMPLAINT. Night 7, 
| * Fierce Paſſions, . ſo miſ-meaſur'd to zbis Scene, 
« Stretch'd out, like Eagles Wings,. beyond our Net; 
- « Far, far beyond the Worth of-alt below, 
«« For Earth too large, preſage, a nobler. F light, 
« And evidence our Title to the S4zes.” 
Ye gentle 'Theologues, of calmer. Kind! 
Whoſe Conſtitution diRates. to: your Pen, 
Who, cold yourſelves,. think Ardor comes from Hel} ! 
Think. not our Paſſions-from Corruption ſprung, 
'I'ho! to Corruption now they lend their Wings; 
That is their Mijtre/s, not their- Mother. All 
(And juftly) Reaſon deem Divine-: I ſee... 
| | I feel a Grandeur in the Pafrons too, _ 
| Which ſpeaks their high Deſcent, and glorious End; 
| Which ſpeaks. them Rays of an Eternal Fire. 
In Paradiſe itſelf they burnt as ſtrong, 
Ere Apan fell; tho” wiſer in their Aim... 
_ Like the proud Eaſtern, ſtruck. by Providence, 
What tho” our Paffiens are run mad, and ſtoop 
[ With low, terreſtrial*Appetite, , to graze 
On Traſh, on Toys,..dethron'd from high Deſire ? 


þ 


( Yet ftill, thro their Diſgrace,. a feeble. Ray 
8: -- Of Greatneſs ſhines, . and tells us whence they fell : 
= But The/e (like that fall'n Monarch: when reclaim'd),. 
| ' When Reaſon moderates the Rein aright, . 
; Shall re-aſcend, remount their-former:Sphere, . _ 
j | Where once they foar'd Illuſtrious ; ere ſeduc'd . 
X By wanton EvEz's Debauch, to ſtroll on Earth, . 
And ſet the ſublunary World on Fire... 
C But grant their Phrenſy laſts ; their. Phrenſy fails 
l To diſappoint-one providential:End, 
4 For which, Heav'n-hlew up Ardor in our Hearts: 55 
;- Were Reaſon: filent; boundleſs Paſfon ſpeaks _ 
| - A future Scene.of boundleſs Objeds too, 
| And: brings glad TO. .of eternal Day, 
Frernal 
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Eternal Day ! 'Tis that enlightens All ;; 

And All, by that enlighten'd,, proves it /ure.. 

Confider Man as an immortal Being, 

[ntelligible All ; and All 1s Great ; 

A cryſtalline Tranſparency prevails,. | 

And ftrikes-full-Luftre thro? the Human Sphere : p 

Conſider Man as mortal, all is dark, 

And wretched ; Reaſon Weeps at the Survey. 
The learn'd LokEnzo cries, ©* And let her weep, , 

« Weak, modern Reaſon : Artient 'Times were wiſe.. 
« Authority, that venerable Guide, , 

« Stands on my Part ; the fam'd Athenian. Porch 

« (And who for Wiſdom .ſo renown'd as They ?) 

** Deny'd this Immortality to Man.” 

[ grant it; but aflirm, they prov'd it too. 

A Riddle This !—Have Patience ; I'll explain. 
What noble Vanities, . what mend Elights,. 

GlitPring thro? their romantic Wiſdom's Page,. 

Make us, , at-once, . deſpiſe them, and' admire ; ? 

Fahle 1s flat to Theſe high-ſeaſon'd Sires ; 

They leave th*.Extravagance of Song. below. 

+ Fleſh ſhall not feel ; or, feeling, ſhall enjoy 

'« The Dagger, or the Rack ; to them, alike 

«« A Bed of. Roſes, or the burning. Bull.” | 

In Men exploding all beyond the Grave,,, = * 

Strange DoQtrine, This! As Dodtne, it was frange 3 "'K 

But not, ,as Prophecy ; for ſich it prov'd, 

And, to their own Amazement; was fulfill'd : 

They feign'd a Firmneſs Chriſtians need not feign,... 

The Chriſtian truly. triumpHd in the Flame: _ 

The Szoic ſaw, in double Wonder loſt, . | 

Wonder at- Them, and Wonder at Himſelf” 

ba find the bold Adventures of his T hought | 
Net bold, ,and that he ſtrove to ye! in vain, 


-b 


| Whenee, | 
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x58 The COMPLAINT: Night », 
Whence, hos. thoſe Thoughts ? Thoſe tow” ring 
Thoughts, that flew 


Such monſtrous Heights ?—From In/in#, and from Pride, 
'The glorious 7:7: of: a deathleſs Soul, 


. Confus'dly conſcious. of her Dignity,. 


Suggeſted Truths they could not underſtand. 


In Luf's Dominion, and in Pafjer's Storm, 


Truth's Syſtem broken, ſcatter*'d Fragments lay,. 


_ As Light in Chaos,. glimm'ring thro? the Gloom :: 


Smit with the Pomp of lofty Sentiments,. 
Pleas'd Pride proclaim'd, what Reaſon diſbeliey'd, 
Pride, like the Delphic Prieſteſs, with a Swell, 


Ray'd Nonſenſe, deſtin'd to be Future Senſe, 
When Life Immortal, in full Day, ſhould ſhine ;; 


And Death's dark Shadows fly the Goſpel Sun. 
They ſpoke,. what: nothing but Immortal Souls 


| Could ſpeak ; and thus the'Truth they queſtion'd, prov'd | 


Can then Ab/urdities, as well as Crimes, 
Speak Man Inmmertal ?' AY Things ſpeak him ſo.. 


Much has been urg'd ; and doſt thou call for more? 


Call ; and with endleſs Queſtions be diftreſt, 
All bb” if Earth 1s All. 
« Why. Life, a Moment; Infinite, Defire ? 


_«« Our Wiſh, Eternity ? Our Home, the Grave ?: 


« Heav'n's Promi/e dormant lies in human Hepe ;. 

« Who wiſhes Life Immortal, proves it too. 

« Why Happineſs purſu'd, tho' never found ? 

« Man's Thirſt of Happineſs declares 1: ze, 

«« (For Nature. never gravitates to nought) ; | 

« 'That Thirſt unquencht declares 7 7s not Here. 

« My Lucia, Thy CLarrssa,. call to 'Thought ;. 
«« Why cordial Fritndfbip riveted ſo deep,,. - 

«« As Hearts to pierce at firſt, at parting, rend, . 


_ +64 If Friend, and Friendſhip, vaniſh in an Hour? 


v. Is not. This Torment in the Maſk. of Joy? 
«. Why 


« Why by Refletion marr'd the Joys of Senſe? 

« Why Paſt, and Future, preying on. our Hearts Z 

« And putting all our pre/ent Joys to Death ? 

« Why labours Reaſon ? Inftix were as well ;: 

« Inſtint, far better; what can chu/e, can err - 

« O how iafallith the thoughtleſs Brute ! 

« *Twere well his Holineſs were: half as ſure. 

« Reaſen with Inclination, why at War ? 'h 

« Why Senſe of Guile ? Why Conſcience up in Arms P* 
Conſcience of Guilt, is Prophecy of Pain,. 

And Boſom-counſel to decline the Blow. 

Reaſon with Inclination ne'er had jarr'd, 

If nothing Future paid Forbearance Here. 

Thus on— Theſe, and a thouſand Pleas uncal''d,, 

All promiſe, ſome enſure, a ſecond Scene; 

Which, were it doxbtful,, would be dearer far 

"Than all Things elſe moſt certain; were it fal/e,. 

What Truth on: Earth ſo precious as the Lye? 

This World it gives us, let what wall enſue; 

This World it gives, in that high Cordial, my 6: & 

The Future of the preſent 1 1s the Soul : 

How this Life groans, when fever'd from the next 7” 

Poor, mutilated Wretch, that Dilſbelieves ! 

By dark Diſtruft his Being cut in two, 

In both Parts periſhes ; Life void of Joy,. 

Sad Prelude of Eternity in Pain! _ 

Couldt Thou perſuade me, the next Life could * 
Our ardent Wiſhes ; how ſhould I pour out | 
My bleeding Heart i m Anguiſh, new, as deep! 

Oh ! with what Thoughts,” thy Hope, and my Deſpair,. 
Abhorr'd ANNIHILAT1ON! blaſts the Soul, -- 

And wide-extends,the Bounds of haman Woe! 
Could T believe Lox exzo's Syſtem true; 

In /hjs black Channel would my Ravings run 
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x60 The ComPLairnT. | Night, 
 « Grief from' the Future. borrow'd Peace, ere-while. 
_ £© 'The Future vani//'d!. and. the Preſent _w EE 
« Strange Import of unprecedented Ill !. 

-& Fall, how profound ! like Lucirzr” 'E the Fall! 

« Unequal Fate ! His Fall, without his. Guilt ! 

«© From where fond Hope built her Pavilion high,. 

« The Gads. among, / hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at once 
« 'To Night! To Nething 7. Darker ſtill than Night, 
«<< If 'twas a-Dream, why wake:me,. my worſt Foe,, 

« LorEnzo!. boaſtful.of the. Name of Friend !. 

« O for-Deluſfion ! O for-Error ſtill! _ 

«« Could Vengeance ftrike much ſtronger than to plant: 
_« A Thinking Being in a World like This, 

«© Not over-rich before, now beggar'd. quite ;: 

_ «© More curſt than at the Fall ?p—The Sun goes out! 
.+« The Thorns ſhoot up! What Thorns in ev'ry;Thought! 
«« Why. Senſe of Better? It imbitters Worſe, _ 
_ «« Why Senſe? Why Life ?. If butito ſigh, then fink 
«To what I was!. Twice Nothing ! and much Woe! 
«« Woe, from Heav*n's Bounties.! Woe, from what was 
46 To flatter moſt, high Iatellefual Powers, [wont 

«© T hought, Virtue, Knowledge ! Bleſſings, by thy Scheme; 
«. All poiſon'd into Pains.. Firſt, Knowledge, . once. 
« My SouPs Ambition, zow her-greateſt Dread. . 

. 6 To know myſelf, trae Wiſdom ?—No, to. ſhun 
«« That ſhocking Science, Parent of Deſpair!. 
«- Avert thy Mirror : . If I ſee,.I die... = 
« Know my Creator ?. Climb. His. blefſt Abode. 

« By painful Speculation, pierce the Veil, 
Mu Dive in His. Nature, read his Attributes, . 
« And gaze in Admiration—on a Foe, 
66 Obtruding Eife, with-holding Happineſs ! © 
« From 'the full Rivers that. ſurround his ii. 
«« Not letting fall. one Drop of Joy on Man ; 

£ Man FOIA for one Drop, .that he might ceaſe g 
| «6 To: 
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'« To curſe his Birth, nor envy Reptiles more! 4 

« Ye ſable Clouds! Ye darkeſt Shades of Night! 

« Hide Him, for ever hide Him, from my Thought, 

« Once all my Comfort ; Source, and Soul of_ Joy! 

« Now leagu'd with F uries, and with * 7; hee, againſt me, 
« Know His Atchievements ? Study His Renown 3 

« Contemplate this amazing Univerſe, _ F 

«« Dropt from His Hand, with Miracles replete ! 

« For what ? ?Mid Miracles of, nobler Name, 

« To find one Miracle of Miſery ? 

« To find the Being, which alone can know _ 

« And praiſe His Works, a Blemiſh on His Praiſe i 

« Thro' Nature's ample Range, i in Thought, to ſtroll, 

« And ſtart at Mar, the /irg/e Mourner There, [Death 2 | 

« Breathing high Hope! chain'd down to Pangs .and 
« Knowing is Suff ring : And ſhall 7erive ſhare + 

«The Sigh of Knowledge ?—Virtue thares-the Sigh. , 

« By ſtraining up the Steep of. Excellent, 1 jo 

« By Battles fought, and, from Temptation, OR?» 

i What gains, ſhe, but the: Pang of ſeeing Es 

« Angelic Worth, ſoon ſhuffled in the. Dark P's 

© With ev'ry Vice, and ſwept to brutal Duſt? | | 

'* Merit 1s Madneſs ; Virtue is a Crime; _  . |'7, 

' A Crime to Reaſon, if it coſts ns. Pain - 1, > TFT 

« Unpaid : What Pain, amidſt a thouſand more... 0] 5 504 

« To think the moſt Abandon'd, after Days | 1 

*« 'Of Triumph o'er their Betters, find in Death: ,... 

« As /oft a Pillow, nor. make fouler Clay! Ting 
© Duty ! Religion !/———Theſe, our Duty done,.. 7-44 5, 

* Imply Reward. . Religion is Miſtake... _  . 

* Duty /—— There's. none, but to repel the Cheat... +4 

* Ye Cheats! away ! ye Daughters, of my Pride! . ,. 

« Who feign yourſelyes the Fay'rites of the Skies ;; 1: 

s'\g tow ring Hopes ! abortive 7 Eaeages! RED 
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« Unparallel'd in Nature :. Tis too much 


362 TheC OMPLAINT.” Night », 
-lE That toſs, and ſtruggle, in my /ying Breaſt, 


«« To ſcale the Skies, and build Preſumptions There, 
« As I were Heir of an Eternity. 

« Vain, vain Ambitions! trouble me no more. 

© Why travel far in Queſt of ſure Defeat ? 

«* As bounded as my Being, be my Wiſh. 

« All is inverted, }:/om is a Fool. 


_ «© Senſe} take theRein ; blind Paffon ! drive us 0n;3 


And, Tenorance! befriend us on our Way ; | 
Ye new, but zraeft Patrons of our Peace! 
* Yes; give the Pul/e full Empire ; live the Braze, 


* Since, as the Brute, we die. The Sum of Man, 


« 'Of Godlike Man ! to revel, and to ret. | 
«© But not-on equal Terms with other Brutes : 
& Their Revels a more poignant Reliſh yield, 


c« And fafer'too ; They never Potſons chuſe. 


« Tuftnd, than Reaſon, (makes more wholeſome Meals, 
« And ſends all-marring Murmur far away. 


«For ſenſual Lite They beſt philoſophize ; 


A 


T heirs, "that Serene, the Sages fought in vain : 

« Tis Mar atone-expoſtulates with Heav'n ; 

« His, all the Powr, and all the Caz/e, to mourn. 
«© Shall human Eyes alone diffolve in Tears ? 


«© And bleed, 'in Angaiſh, none but Þuman Hearts ? 


«« 'The wide-ftretcht Realmof Intell tual Wee 
«« Surpaſling Senſual far, is All our Own. 
«*« In Life fo fatally diſtinguiſht, why X 
«« Caft in one Lot, confounded, lumpt, in Death ? 
«« Ere yet in Being, was Mankind in Guilt ? | 
« Why thunder'd this peculiar Cla»/e againit us, 
« All-mortal, and All-awretched ! —Have the Skies 
<« Reaſons of State, their Subjets may not ſcan, 
«« Nor humbly reaſon, when they /orely ſtgh ? 
« All-mortal, and All-wretched !—'Tis too much ; 


«. On 


| The Tifidel Reclaimed. 163 
« On Being unrequeſted at Thy Hands, No 
® OMNIPOTENT ! for I ſee nought but Poaver. 
__«« And why ſee That? Why Thought? To toil, and eat, 
« Then make our Bed in Darkneſs, needs no Thought. | 


«© What Superfluities are rea;*ning Souls ! 
« Oh give Eternity ! or Thought deftroy. 


_ *« But without Thought our Curſe were half-unfelt ; 
« Its blunted Edge would ſpare the throbbing Heart ; Wy 
« And, #herefore, 'tis beftow'd. TI thank thee, Reajon ? = 


« For aiding Life's too fmall Calamities, 

« And giving Being to the Dread of Death. 

« Such are thy Bounties !—-Was it then too much 

«« For me, -to treſpaſs on the Brutal Rights ? 

« 'Too much for Heav'n to make one Emmet mere ? 

« Too much for Chaos to permit my: Maſs 

« A longer Stay with Effences unywrought, - 

« Unfaſhion'd, untormented mto Man? — 

« Wretched -Preferment-to this Round of * Pains ! 

« Wretched Capacity of :Phrenſy, Thought / 

« Wretched Capacity of Dying, Life! 

* Life, Thought, Worth, Wiſdom, AV (O foul Revolt! 

« _ Friends to Peace, -gone over tothe Foe. ih 
« Death, then, has chang'd its Nature*too-: -O' Death ! 

* Come to my Boſom, 'Thou:be# Gift of Heav'n! * 

« Beſt Eriend of 'Man ! fince 'Man is Man no-more. '' 

« Why in this: thorny #71derne/5 fo long, py 

« Since there's no Promir'd Land's ambrofial Bower, 

« To pay me with its Honey for my 'Stings ? | 

« If needful-to the ſelfiſh Schemes of Heaven 

'* To ſting us fore, why mot our Miſery ? 

** Why: this fo ſumptuous Inſult o'er our Heads ? 

'* Why this iHuftrious Canopy difplay'd ?_ 

«4 Why ſo magnificently lodg'd Deſpair ? 

'« At ſtated Periods, ſur2-returning, roll 

, © Theſe of ain Orbs, that Mortals may compute 

*« Their 
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164 The ComrLannm. ; | Night », 
«« Their Length of Labours, and of Pains; 3 nor loſe 


Bi 


« A Thebes, a Babylon, at vaſt Expence: 
_«« While proud Thought ſwells, and high Deſire inflames, 


_ *© 'The poor Worm calls us for her Inmates here; 


- © Once, I beheld a Sun ;. a Sun. which gilt 


"6. Privilege of. Angels, and of Worms, 


© Their Miſery's full Meaſure ?—Smiles with F lowers,. 
And Fruits,. promiſcuous, ever-teeming Earth, 
That Man may languiſh in lxurious Scenes, 
And in an Eden mourn his wither'd Joys ? 

«« Claim Earth and. Skies Man” $ Admiration, due 
i« For /uch-Delights | Bleſt 4nimals ! too. Wile 

*© To wonder; and too Happy to complain ! 

. &* Our Doom decreed demands a. mournful Scene : 
«© Why not a Dungeon: dark,. for the Condemn'd ? 
«© Why not. the Dragon's ſubterraneous Den, 

«« For. Man to howl in ? Why not his Abode- 

«« Of the ſame diſmal Colour with his F ate 2. 


£c 
tc 


« Of Time, 'To1l, Treafure,. Axt,, for Owls and Adder, 
«« As congruous, as, for. Man,. this lofty Dome, 

« Which prompts proud. Thought, and.kindles high De- 
«« If, fxom: her -humale- Chamber in the Duſt, {[fire; 


© And,, round us,. Death's inexorable: Hand 
« Draws the. dark. Curtain-cloſe ; undrawn-no more. - 
: 4. Undrawn no more /—Behind the. Cloud: of Death, 


<«« 'That fable Cloud, and turn'd it all to Gold : 

« How the'Grave's alter'd !'F athomleſs,. as Hell! 
«© A real Hell to Thoſe who dreamt of Heaven. 
6. AnninilaTION! ! How it yawns before me !. 
« Next Moment I may drop from Thought, from. Sen/t, 


« An Outcaſt from: Exiſtence ! And. this Spirit, 
<- This all-pervading, this all-conſcious Soul, 

&* This Particle of Energy divine,. 

« Which travels Nature, flies from Star to Star, 


«. And viſits Gods,. and. emulates their Powers, : 
6c For. 


Pa 


Fa kF.165 + ot wo to 6 i. 4 - hw da i ined do 


The Infidel Reclaimed. 165 
« For ever 1s extinguiſh'd. Horror ! Death ! | 

« Death of zhat Death I fearleſs once ſurvey”: dl— 

« When Horror Univer/al ſhall deſcend, > 
« And Heav'n's dark Concave urn all Human Race, ' 
« On that enormous, unrefunding Tomb, 

« How juſt this Verſe! this monumental Sigh! 


Beneath the Lumber of demoliſh'd Worlds, 
Deep in the Rubbiſh of the gen'ral Wreth, 
Swept Ignominious to the common. Maſs 

Of Matter, never dignify'd with Life, 

_ Here lie proud Rationals ; The Sons of Heaven / 
The Lords of Earth ! The Property of Worms ! 
Beings of Yeſterday, and no To-morrow ! 

Who livd in Terror, and in Pangs expir'd E 
All gone to rot in Chaos ; or, to make 

Their happy Tranſit into Blocks or Brutes, 
Nor longer ſully their CREATOR's Name. : 


LoRENZo ! hear, pauſe, ponder, and pronounce. 
Juſt is this Hiſtory ? If /uch is. Man, _ | 
Mankind's Hiſtorian, tho' Divine, might weep. 

And dares Lorenzo ſmile !—I know thee Proud : 
For once let Pride befriend thee ; Pride looks pale 
At ſuch a Scene, and fighs for Crachine more, 
Amid thy Boaſts, Preſumptions, and Diſplays, 
And art Thou then a Shadow ? Leſs than Shade?... . 
A Nothing ? Leſs than Nothing ? To have been, 2114 
And not to be, is lower than Unborn. .. 5 
Art thou ambitious? Why then make the Worm 
Thine Equal i ? Runs thy Tafte of Pleaſure high? 
Why patronize ſure Death of ev'ry Joy ? 


Of ev'ry Hope a Bankrupt ! and for, ever? 
Ambition, Pleaſure, Awarice, perſuade Thee. . -1 .: 
To make that World of Glow! Rapture,. Wealth, 
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x66 The Canvpiarat: | Night», | 


They * lately prov'd, thy Soul's ſupreme Deſire, 
| What art thou made of ? Rather, how Unmade? 
Great Nature's Maſter-appetite deſtroy'd ! 

Is endleſs Life, and Happineſs, deſpis'd ? 

Or both wiſh'd, Here, where Neither can be' found 3 
Such Man's perverſe, eternal War with Heav'n ! 

Dar*ſ Thou perſiſt ? And is there nought on Earth, 

But a long Train of tranſitory Forms, 

' Riſing, and breaking, Millions in an Hour ? 
Bubbles of a fantaſtic Deity, blown up 

In Sport, and then in Cruelty deſtroy'd ? 

Oh! for what Crime, unmerciful Loxt xnzo ! 

| Deftroys thy Scheme the 77hole of human Race ? 

Kind is fell Lucirex, compar'd to-T hee : 

Oh! ſpare this Yate of Being half-divine ; 

And vindicate th' Ozccromy of . Heaven. 

Heav*n'1s all Love; all Joy in giving Joy: 

It never had created, but to &/:/s: 

And ſhall It, then, frike off the Lift of Life, _ 

A Being bleſt, or Worthy /s to be? 

Hea'vn ſtarts at an arzibilating Gop. | 

Is That, all' Nature ſtarts at, thy Defire? 

Art fuch a Clod to wiſh thyſelf a/ Clay? 

That is that dreadful Wiſh ?—The dying Groan 

Of Nature, murder'd by the blackeft Guilt. 

What deadly Poiſon has thy Nature drank ? 

'To Nature undebauch'd no Shock ſo great ; | 
Nature's Firf Wiſh is endleſs Happineſs ; 
Aunihilatien is an After-thought, DEN: 

A monſtrous Wiſh, unborn till Virtue: dies. _ 
And, oh ! what Depth of Horror lies inclos'd1 
For Non-exiftence no Man ever wiſth'd, | 
But, firſt, he wiſh'd the DeTY deftroy'd. 


- In the Sixth Nigirt,- 
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The Infidel Reclaimed. 167” 
' If -fo; what Words are-dark enongh to draw —« 
Thy Picture true ? "The darkeſt. are too fair, 

Beneath what baleful Planet, in what Hour 
Of Deſperation, by what Fury's Aid, 

In what infernal Poſture of the Soul, 

All Hell invited, and all Hell in Joy 

At ſuch a Birth, a Birth ſo near of Kin, | 
Did thy foul Fancy whelp fo black a Scheme 
Of Hopes abortive, Faculties half-blown, 

And Deities begun, reduc'd to Duſt? _ 

There's nought (thou ſay'ſt) but one eternal Flux 

Of feeble Eſſences, tumultuous driven 
Thro' Time's rough Billows into Night's Abyſs. 

Say, in this rapid Tide of human Ruin, 

Is there no Rock, on which Man's tofling Thought 
Can reſt from Terror, dare his Fate ſurvey, 

And boldly think it Semething to be Born? . 

Amid ſuch hourly Wrecks of Being fair, 

Is there no central, all-ſuſtaining Bye, 

All- realizing, all-conneQting Power, 

Which, as it call'd forth all Things, can crcall, 

And force De/trudion to refund her Spoil ? 

Command the Grave reſtore her taken Prey? 

Bid Death's dark Vale its Human Harveſ yield, 
And Earth,, and Ocean, pay their Debt of Man, | 
True to the grand Depoſit truſted There ? 

Is there no Potentate, whoſe out-ſtretcht Arm, 

When rip'ning Time calls forth th' appointed Hour, 

Pluckt from foul Deve/ation's famiſh'd Maw, | 

Binds Preſent, Paſt, and Future, to his Throne ? 

His Throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac'd, 

By germinating Beings cluſt'ring round! | 

A Garland worthy the Divinity | 

A Throne, by Heav'n's Omnipotefice in Sales : 

Built (like a Pharos tow'ring in the Waves) 
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168 
Amidft immenſe Effuſions of his Love ! 


Had nc the Soul this Ozz/et to the Skies, 


"P10 
& . 
* + 
WH 
J 
i 
i 
1 
wo 
'' 
'$ 
*y 
F0 
Pe” 
We 
4 
8 
4h 
bil 
£ 1 
1 
0 
F 
4 * 
ot 
oy” 
WY 
.* 
#45 
4: 
#1 
if 
! 
Fl 
Bil 
; ' 
Y 
Ty 
V 
ff 
5 
? 


——_— ”- . As. 
0” yay! 21/nmnge 


' The COMPLAINT. Night », 
An Ocean of communicated Bliſs ! 
| An all-prolific, all-preſerving Gov ! 
This were a Gop indeed. —And ſuch 7s Man, 
As here preſum'd : He riſes from his Fall. 
Think Thou Omnipotence a naked Root, 
Each Bloſſom fair of Derry deftroy'd ? 


'Nothing is dead ; nay, Nothing ſleeps ; each Soul, 


That ever animated human Clay, 


Now wakes ; is on the Wing : And where, O where, 


Will the Swarm ſettle ?—When the Trumper's Call, 

As ſounding Braſs, colle&s us, round Heav? n's Throne 
Conglob*'d, we baſk in everlaſting Day, ; 
(Paternal Splendor !) and adhere for ever. 


— 


In this vaſt Veſlel of the Univerſe, 
How ſhould we gaſp, as in an empty Void! 


How in the Pangs of famiſh'd Hope expire ! 


How bright My Proſpe& ſhines! How gloomy Thin! 
A trembling World ! and a devouring God'! 
Earth, but the Shambles-of Omnipotence ! 
Heawv'n's Face all ftain'd with cauſeleſs Maſſacres 
Of countleſs Millions, born to feel the Pang | 
Of Being /of. Loxtnzo! canit be? 
This bids us ſhudder at the T houghts of Life. 
Who would be born to ſuch a Phantom World, 
Where nought Subſtantial, but our Miſery ? _ 
Where Joy (it Joy) but heightens our Diſtreſs, 
So ſoon. to periſh, and revive no more ? | 
The greater /uch a Joy, the more It pains. - 

A World, o far from Great (and yet how Great 
It ſhines to Thee !) there's nothing Real in it ; 
Being, a Shadow ! Conſciouſneſs, a Dream! 
A Dream, how dreadful ! Univerſal Blank 
Before it, and Behind ! Poor Man, a Spark 
es ” Fron 


The Infidel Reclaimed. - 


From Non-exiſtence truck by Wrath divine, 
Glittring a Moment, nor that Moment ſure, 
'Midſt Upper, Nether, and Surrounding Nig/r, 
His $ad, Sure, Sudden, and Eternal Tomb! 

Loxenzo ! doſt Thou feel theſe Arguments ? 
Or is there nought but Yengeance can be felt? 
How haſt. Thou dar'd the Dz1Ty dethrone ? - 
How dar'd indi# Him of a World like This ? 

If /ach the World, Creation was a Crime ; 
For what is Crime, but Cauſe of Miſery ? 
Retraſt, Blaſphemer ! and unriddle This, 
Of endleſs Arguments above, below, 

Ilithout us, and within, the ſhort "FT VEREE 
« If Man's Immortal, there's a Gov in Heaven,” 

But wherefore ſuch Redundancy-? Such Waſte 
Of Argument ? One ſets -zy Soul at Reſt; 
One obvious, and at Hand, and, Oh \—at Heart. 
So juſt the Skies, Ph1Lanver's Life ſo pain'd, 
His Heart fo pure that, or ſucceeding Scenes _ 
Have Palms to give, or ne'er had He been born. 

« What an old Tale is This!” Lorenzo cries.— 
I grant this Argument 1 is old ; but Truth _ 

No Years impair ; and had not This been True, 
Thou never hadſt deſpis'd it for its Age. 

Truth is Immortal as thy Soul ; and Fable 

As flecting as thy Joys :. Be wiſe, nor make 
Heav'n's higheſt Blefling, Vengeance ; O ty wiſe ! i 
Nor make a Curſe of Immortality. «; 

Say, know'ſt Thou what 7: is? Or what Theu art ? 
Know'ſt Thou th' Importance of a Soul Immortal ? 
Behold this Midnight Glory : Worlds on Worlds ! 
Amazing Pomp ! Redouble this Amaze;; - bj 7. 
Ten thouſand add ; add twice Ten thouſand more ; - 
Then weigh the Whale; 3 One Soul —O_ them All; 
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And calls th' aſtoniſhing Magnificence 
Of uniatelligent Creation poor. _ 

For 'This, believe not ze ; no Man believe ; 
Truſt not in Words, but Deeds ; and Deeds no leſs 
Than thoſe of the SurzEME ; nor His, a Few; 
Conſult them {4//; conſulted, All proclaim 
- Thy Soul's Importance: Tremble at Thyſelf ; 
| For whom Onipotence has wak'd ſo long : 
Has wak'd, and work'd, for Ages; from the Birth 
Of Nature to this Uzbelieving Hour, 

In this ſmall. Province of His vaſt Domain 
(All Nature bow, while I pronounce his Name !) 
What has Gop done, and not for this ſole End, 
To refcue'Souls from Death-?. The. Soul's high Price 
_ Is writ in- all the Condu of the Skies. 
'The SouPs high Price 1s the Creatior*s Key, 
 Unlocks its Myſteries, - and naked lays - 
'The genuine Cauſe of ev'ry Deed divine : 
T hat, 1s the.\Chain of Ages, which maintains 
Their obvious Correſpondence, and unites 
| Moft diftant Periods in One bleft Deſign : 
That, is the mighty Hinge, on which have turn'd 
All Revolutions, whether we regard 
'The Nat'ral, Civil, or Religions, World ; 
The former Two, but Servants to the Third : 
To That their Duty done, they: Both expire, 
Their Maſs new-caſt, forgot their Deeds renown'd ; 
| And Angels aſk, © Where once they ſhone /o fair 9” 
 _ *Fo lift us from 2his Abje, to Sublime z 
This Flux, to Permanent ; this Dark, to Day ; 
This Foul, to Pure ; this 'Turbid, to Serene ; 
- This Mean, to Mighty !—for his glorious End 
Th' AtmrenTyY, rifing, his long Sabbath broke: 
The World was Made ; was Ruin'd ; was Reftor'd; 
Hs © from the Skies were Publif'd ; were Repeal'd; 


| On 
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On Earth Kings, Kingdoms, roſe; Kings, Kingdoms, 
Fam'd Sages lighted up. the Pagax World ; [fell ; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen Glance 
Thro' diſtant Age ; Saints. travelPd ; Martyrs bled ; 
By Wonders ſacred Nature ſtood controul'd ; R 
The Living were tranſlated ; Dead were rais'd 3 
Angels, and more than Angels, came from Hoaren ; ; 
And, oh! for This, deſcended lower ſtill ; 
Gilt was Hels Gloom ; aſtoniſh'd at his Gueſt, 
For one ſhort Moment Lucrrzs ador'd: 
Lorenzo! and wilt Thou do leſs ?—For Ts, 
'That Hallow'd Page, Fools ſcoff at, was inſpir'd, 
Of all theſe Truths thrice-venerable Code ! 
Deiſfts ! perform your Quarentine ; and then 
Fall proſtrate, ere you touch it, leſt you die, 

Nor leſs intenſely bant [nfernal Powers 
To mar, than thoſe of Light, this End to gain, 
O what a Scene is Here !—Lorenzo! wake; 
Riſe to the 'Thought ; exert, expand thy Soul 
To take the vaſt Idea; It denies _ 
All ele the Name of Great. Two warring Worlds! 
Not Europe againſt 4fric; Warring Worlds, | 
Of more than Mortal ! mounted on the Wing! 
On ardent. Wings of Energy, and Zeal, 
High-hov'ring o'er this little Brand of Strife ! 
This ſublunary Ball—But Strife, for what? _ 

In their own Cauſe confliting? No; In Thine, - 
In Man's. His fongle Int'reſt blows the Flame ; - 
His the ſole Stake ; His Fate the 'Trumpet ſounds, 
Which kindles War Immortal. How it burns ! 
Tumultuous Swarms of Deities in Arms ! 

Force, Force oppoſing, till the Waves run high, 
And tempeſt Nature's univerſal Sphere. 
Such IE: nc Stedfaſt, Stern, 
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Such Foes Implacable, are Good, and 7!!; x 
Yet Man, vain Man, would mediate Peace between them, 
'Think not this Fiction. re T here was War in Heaven,” 
From Heav'n's high cryſtal Mountain, where it hung, 


Th ALmicarTy's out-ſtretcht Arm took down his Bow, 
And ſhot his Indignation at the Deep: 


Re-thunder'd Hell, and darted all her Fires,— 
And ſeems the Stake of little Moment fill ? 
_ And ſlumbers Man, who fingly caus'd the Storm ? 


He ſleeps. —And art 'Thou ſhockt at My/teries ? 

The Greateſt, Thou. How dreadful to refle, 

What Ardor, Care, and Counſel, Merrals cauſe 

In Breaſts Divine ! How little in their own ! 
Where-e'er I turn, how new Proofs. pour upon me! 


How happily This wond'rous View ſupports 


My former Argument ! | How ſtrongly frikes 
Immortal Life's full Demonſtration, Here / 

Why this Exertion ? Why this ſtrange Regard 
From Heav'n's Omnipotent indulg'd to Man ?— 


* Becauſe, in Man, the glorious, dreadful Power, 


Extremely to be Pain'd, or Bleſt, for Ever. 
Duration gives Importance ; ſwells the Price. 
An Angel, if a Creature 'of a Day, 


| What would He be? A Trifle of no Weight; 


Or Stand, or Fall ; no Matter which ; He's gone. 
Becauſe IMmorTAL, therefore is indulg'd 


'This ſtrange Regard of Deities to Duſt. 
| Hence, Heav'n looks down on Earth with all her Eyes: 


Hence, the Soul's mighty Moment in her Sight: 


| Hence, ev'ry Soul has Partiſans Above, 


And ev'ry Thought a Critic in the Skies : | 

Hence, Clay, vile Clay ! has Angels for its Guard, 

And ev'ry Guard a Paſſion for his Charge : 

Hence, from all Age, the Cabinet divine _ 

Has held high Counſel g'cr the Fate of Man. EY 
: | Nor 
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Nor kove the Clouds thoſe gracious Counſels. hid, 

Angels undrew the Curtain of the Throne, 

And PROVIDENCE came forth to meet Mankind ; 7 

In various. Modes of Emphaſis and Awe, 18 

He ſpoke his Will, and trembling Nature heard ; 

He ſpoke it loud, in Thunder, and in Storm. 

Witneſs, 'Thou Sinai / whoſe Cloud-cover'd Height, 

And ſhaken Baſis, own'd the preſent Gov : 

Witneſs, ye B:llows ! whoſe returning Tide, 

Breaking the Chain that faſten'd it in Air, 

Swept Egypt, and her Menaces, to Hell : 

Witneſs, ye Flames ! th' Aſyrian Tyrant blew 

To ſev'nfold Rage, as Impotent, as Strong : | 

And Thou, Earth ! witneſs, whoſe expanding Jaws 

Clos'd o'er * Pre/ſumprion's ſacrilegious Sons : 

Has not each Element, in 'Turn, ſubſcrib'd. 

The Souls high Price,, and ſworn it to, the. Wiſe ? 

Has not Flame, Ocean, Ether, Earthquake, ſtrove 

To firike this Truth, thro* adamantine Man ? - 

If not All-adamant, Loxznzo ! hear 5 

All is Delufion ? Nature 1s wrapt up, TT 

In tenfold Night, from Rea/on's keeneſt Eye; 

There's no Conſiſtence, Meaning, Plan, or End, 

In all beneath the Sun, in All above, 

(As far as Man can penetrate) or Heaven 

Is an Immenſe, Ineftimable Prize; 

Or All is Nothing, or that Prize is All.— | 

And ſhall each Toy be fill a Match for Heaven ? 

And full Equivalent for Groans Below ? 

Who would not give a Trifle to prevent 

What he would give a Thouſand Worlds to cure? 
Lorenzo! Thou haſt ſeen (if Thine, to ſee) . 

All Nature, and her God (by Nature's Cour/e, 

And Nature's Courſe controuPd) declare for me : 


* Korab, &c, 
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"The Skies Above proclaim ** Immortal Man !” 
And, «*£ Man Immortal !”” all Below reſounds. 
The World's a Syſtem of Theology, | 
Read, by the greateſt Strangers to the Schools ; 
_ tf Horef, Learn'd ; and Sages o'er a Plough. 
Is not, Lorenzo! then, impos'd on Thee 
This hard Alternative; or, to renounce 
Thy Reaſon, and thy Senſe; or, to Believe p:. 
| What then is Unbelief? *Tis an Exploit; 
A ftrenuous Enterprize : 'To gain it, Man 
Muſt burſt thro? ev'ry Bar of common Senſe, 
Of common Shame, magnanimouſly wrong ; 
| And what rewards the fturdy Combatant ? 
_ His Prize, Repentance ; Infamy, his Crown. 
Bat wherefore, I:famy ?—For want of Faith, 
Down the fleep Precipice of Wrong He ſlides ; 
There's nothing to ſupport him in the Right. « 
Faith in the Future wanting, is, at leaſt | 
In Embryo, ev'ry Weakneſs, ev'ry Guilt; 

And ftrong Teniptation ripens it to Birth, 
If 2435 Life's Gain invites him to the Deed, 
Why not his Country ſold, ' his F ather lain | ? 
"Tis Virtue to'purſue our Good Supreme ; : 

And his Supreme, his Only Good is Here. _ 
Ambition, Aw'rice, by the Wiſe diſdain'd, 

Is perfe&t Wi/dom, while Mankind are Fools, 
© And think a Turf, or Tombſtone, covers All: 
_ Theje find Employment, and provide for Senſe | 
A richer Paſture, and a larger Range ; | 
And Sen/e by Right divine aſcends the Throne, 
When Virtwe's Prize and Profpe& are no more ; 
Virtue no more we think the Will of Heaven. 
Would Heav'n quite beggar Virtue, if beloy'd ? 
_ © Has Virtue Charms ?”—TI grant her heav” ly Fai air; 
Jae if amportion'd, all will I "w wed ; ; ; 

Tho 
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Tho! That our Admiration, This our Choice. | 4 | 
The Virtues grow on Immortality; A 
That Root deſtroy'd, they wither and expire, 5p « 
A Deity believ'd, will nought avail; | "ih 
Rewards and Puniſpments make God ador'd ; -,_ 


And Hepes and Fears give Conſcience all her Power. —_— 
As in the dying Parent dies the Child, b 
Virtue, with Immortality, expires. TN al 
Who tells me He denies his Soul Immortal, © 
Whate'er his Boaſt, has told me, He's a Knave, s 
His Duty *tis, to love Himſelf alone ; | | Wie = 
Nor care tho* Mankind periſh, if He ſmiles. ol 
Who thinks ere-long the Man ſhall av4olly die, : « 
Is dead already ; nought but Brate ſurvives. bt S 
And are there ſuch?—Such Candidates there are 
For more than Death ; for utter Loſs of Being, 
Being, the Baſis of the Derry ! 
Aſk you the Cau/e ?P—The Cauſe they will not tell; ; 
Nor zeed they : Oh the Sorceries of Sen/e ! [WIN 
They work this Transformation on the Soul, 
Diſmount her :like the Serpent at the Fall, . = ll; 
Diſmount-her from her native Wing (which ſoar'd i 
Ere-while ethereal Heights), and throw her down, | 
To lick+the Duſt, and crawl, in ſuch a Thought. 
Is it in Words to paint you? O ye Fall'n ! | | 
Fall'n from the Wings of Reaſon, and of. Hope! i 
Ere& in Stature, Prone in Appetite! | | | 
Patrons of Pleaſure, poſting into Pain ! 
Lovers of Argument, averſe to Senſe ! | 
Boaſters of Liberty, faſt-bound in Chains ! 
Lords of the wide Creation, and the Shame ! 
More Sen/ele/5 than th* Trraticnals'you ſcorn ! 
More Baje than thoſe you rule | Than thoſe vau 
Far more Undone/ © ye moſt infamous 
Ot Beings, from Superior Dignity ! 
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Of this vaſt Univerſe to make the Tour; - 


- By Truths enlighten'd, and ſuſtain'd, afford 
An arch-like, ftrong Foundation, to ſupport 


. Convition; Here, the more we preſs, we ſtand , 
More Firm 3 Who moſt Examine moſt Believe. 
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Deepeft in Woe from Means of boundleſs Bliſs! 


Ye curſt by Bleflings infinite ! Becauſe C 
Moft highly favour'd, moſt profoundly loft ! | 
Ye motly Maſs of Contradifion firong! n 
And are you, too, convinc'd, your Souls "p off - 
' In Exhalation ſoft, and die m Air, h Y 
From the full Flood of Evidence again/t you ? 0 
' In the coarſe Drudgerics, and Sinks of Sen/e, | A 
Your Souls have quite worn out the Make of Heaven, T 
By Vice new-caſt, and Creatures of ' your own ; 
But tho? you can deform, you can't deſtroy ; C 
To curſe, not uncreate, 1s all your Power. = 
Lorenzo ! this black Brotherhood renounce ; b 
Renounce St. Ewremont, and read St. Paul. 
Ere rapt by Miracle, by Rea/on wing'd, It 
His mounting Mind made long Abode in Hgaven. A 
This is Freethinking, unconfin'd to Parts, 
'Ta ſend the Soul, on curious Travel bent, W 
'Thro? all the Provinces of Human Thought; _ A 
| To dart her Flight, thro' the whole Sphere of Man ; z; Th 


In each Receſs of Space and Time, at Home "# 


Familiar with their Wonders ; diving deep; . 
And, like a Prince of boundleſs Int*reſts There, _ Ar 
Stll moſt ambitious of the moſt Remote ; W] 
To look on Truth unbroken, and intire ; | It 
Truth in the Sy/fem, the full Orb; where T ruths An 


'Th* incumbent Weight of abſolute, complete 


Paris, lire Half-ſentences, conſound ; the Whole 


Conveys the 20 and Gov i is underſtood ; 
| | Who Wn 
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Who not in Fragments writes to Human Race : 
Read his whole Volume, Sceptic ! then Reply. 

This, This, is Thinking-free, a Thought that graſps 
Beyond a Grain, and looks beyond an Hour. 
Turn up thine Eye, ſurvey thas Midnight Scene ;._ . 
What are Earth's Kingdoms, to yon boundleſs Dri. 
Of human Souls, one Day, the deſtin'd Range? 
And what yon boundleſs Orbs, to Godlike. Mar ? 


Thoſe num*rous Worlds that: throng the Firmanent, 


And aſk more Space in Heav?n;. can roll at large _ 
In Man's capacious Thought, and ftill leave Room 
For ampler Orbs ; for: »ew Creations;- There. 
Can /uch a Soul contra itſelf, . to gripe 
A Point of no Dimenſion, of no Weight ? 
It can ; it does :: The World 1s ſuch a Palme + 
And, of that Point,. how /mall. a Part enſlaves ! 
How ſmall a Part—of Nothing, . ſhall I ſay ?. 


Why not ?— Friends, our'chief Treaſure ! How they drop ! 


Lucia, Narcissa fair, . PHILANDER, gone !. 
The Grave, like fabPd Cerberus, has op'd. 

A triple Mouth ; and, in an aweful Voice, . 

Loud calls my Soul; and utters. All I ſing, 

How the World falls.to pieces round. about us -, 
And leaves us in'a Ruin of our: Joy !: 

What ſays this Tran/portation of my. F riends ? 

[t bids me love the Place where zow they dwell, | 
And ſcorn«this wretched Spot, . they leave ſo Poor. 
ternity's vaſt Ocear. lies before. thee ;. 

here, . There, . Loxenzo.!.thy CLarnssa fails. 
ive thy Mind Sea-room-; . keep it wide of Earth, 
fſ hat-Rock of Souls immortal; cut thy. Cord ; | 
eigh Anchor, ſpread thy Sails; : call ev'ry Wind ;, 
Bye thy Great: Pole -far.z make. the Land of Life, 
Two Kinds of Life has double-natur'd Man, 
ind. Two. of Death ; the Zaft far more ſevere. 
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1% The ComeLainT. Night , 
_ Life animal is nurtur'd by the Sun ; 


'Thrives on his Bounties, triumphs in his: Beams, 
Life rational ſubſiſts on higher Food, 


y LY 


Triumphant in His Beams, who made the Day, 

When we leave that Sun, and are left by his, 

(The Pate of all who die in ſtubborn Guilt) 

"Tis wtter Darkneſs ; ftrialy Double Death. 3 

We ſink by no Fudicial Stroke of Heaven, I 

But Nature's Cour/e ; as ſare as Plumbets fall. ; 

| | Since Gop, or Man, muſt alter, ere they meet, 1 

(Since Light and Darkneſs blend not in one Sphere) F 

l "Tis manifeſt, Lorenzo ! who muſt change. | C 

1 If, then, that Double Death ſhould prove thy Lot, ; 

le Blame not the Bowels of the Deity ; F 

[i Man ſhall be bleſt, as far as Man permits. - = 

[ Not Man alone, all 'Raz;onals, Heav'n arms 01 

YL: With an Illuſftrious, but Tremendous, Power A 

ll. 'To counter-a& Its own moſt gracious Ends ; A 
nt And this, of ſtrit Neceſlity, not Choice: 

fi That Pow'r deny'd, Men, Angels, were no more, N 

l” But paſlive Engines, void of Praiſe, or Blame. T 

Ll. A Nature Rational implies the /Power _ 01 

| id _ Of being bleſt, or wretched, as we pleaſe ; $'+- P; 

; i} Elfe idle Reaſon would have nought to do; | W 

ſ i And he that would be barr'd Capacity : Li 

on Of Pain, courts Incapacity of Bliſs. | Is 

4 | | Heav'n' wills our Happineſs, allows our Doom 5 S0 

f if Invites us ardently, but not compels ; | W 

l! Heav'n but per/uaies, Almighty Man decrees 3 An 

- - Man is the Maker of Immortal Fates. of 5 Th, 

' Man falls by Man, 'if finally He falls; S If r 

And fall He uſt, who learns from Death alone, A] 

The dreadful Secret, —That he 7wves for Ever. | © \ 

Why This to thee ? "Thee yet, perhaps, 'in Donbt inſt 

' Of Second' Life > But wherefore doubtful till? — Mkt 
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Eternal Life 1s Nature's ardent Wiſh : 

What ardently we wiſh, we /oon believe; 

Thy tardy Faith declares that Wiſh deſtroy'd : 

What has deſtroy'd it ?Shall I tell thee, What 7 

When fear'd the Future, *tis no longer wiſht ; 

And, when Unwiſht, we /rive to Dilbebeve. 

,« Thus Infidelity our Guilt betrays.” | 

Nor that the /c/e DeteQion ! Bluſh, Lonzwzo! 

Bluſh for Hypocriſy, if not for Guilt. 

The Futare fear'd ?—an Tnfidel, and fear ? 

Fear what ? a Dream? a Fable: ?2— How thy Dread, 

Urwilling Evidence, and therefore Strong, 

Aﬀords'my Cauſe an undeſign'd Support ? 

How Difeelief affirms, what It denies ? 

« Jt, unawares, afſerts Immortal Life,” — 

Surpriſing ! Infidelity turns out 6p 

A Creed, and a Confeſſion of our Sins : 

Apoſtates, zhus, are Orthodox Divines. 
Lorenzo! with LoRENzZO, claſh no more 2 

Nor longer a T: ranſparent. V1zor wear. 

Think*ſt Thou, Rn116G10w gnly has her Maſk ? 

Our Infidels are Satan's Hypocrites, 

Pretend the Worſt, and, at the Bottom, fail, 


When viſited by Thought (Thought avi// intrude), 


Lize Him they ſerve, They tremble,” and believe, 
Is there Hypocriſy ſo foul as This ? 

So fatal to the Welfare of the World ? 

What Dereftation, what Contempt, their Due ! 
And, if unpaid, be thank'd for their Eſcaze | 
That Chriſtian Candor they frive hard to ſcorn, 
If not for that Aſylum, they might find 

A Hell on Earth ; nor *ſcape a worſe Below. 
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With Inſolence, and Impotence of Thought, + 


Inſtead of racking Fancy, to refute, 
Reform thy Manners, and the Truth #yoy. — 
I' 6 


But 
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Can thy proud Reaſon brook ſo black a Brand ? 


Ts Nature's unavoidable Aſcent ; 


But ſhall I dare confeſs the dire Reſult ? 
From purer Manners, to ſublimer Faith, 


An honeft Deiſt, where the Goſpel ſhines,. 
Matur'd to nobler, in the. Chri/fian ends. 
When that bleſt Change arrives, e'en caſt aſide 
This Song ſuperfluous ; Life immortal ſtrikes. 


Convittion, in a Flood of Light Divine. 


A Chriftian dwells, like * Ux1zL, in the Sun. 
Meridian Evidence puts Deabt to F light ; 
And ardent Hope anticipates. the Skies. 
Of that bright Sun, Loxenzo ! ſcale the Sphere ; ; 
*Tis eaſy ; It invites thee ; It deſcends 
From Heav®n to woce, 2nd waft thee whence It came: 
Read and revere the Sacred Page ; a Page. 
Where triumphs {mmortality ; a Page 
Which. not the whole Creation could. produce ;_ $;. 
Which not the Conflagration ſhall deſtroy ; 
In Nature's Ruins not one Letter loſt :. 
*Tis printed in the Mind of Gods for ever: 
Tn proud Diſdain of what e'en. Gods adore, . 
Doft ſmile ?—Poor Wretch.! thy Guardian Angel worph 
Angels, and: Men, aſſent to what I fing ;: 
Wits ſmile, and thank me for my Midnight-Dream. 
How vicious Hearts fume Phrenſy to the Brain !- 
Parts puſh us on to-Pride, and Pride to Shame ; g". 
Pert Infidelity is-Wit's. Cockade,. 
To grace the brazen Brow. that braves the ones 
By Loſs of Being, dreadfully ſecure... 
Lorenzo! if tby DoQrine wins the Day,: ' - 
And drives my:Dreams,. defeated, from: the- Field; 
If This is All, it Earth a final Scene, PET PP 
Take heed ; ſtand faſt; be ſare to be a F 4s "I 
ba Miken, 
SE A K nave 
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A Knave in Grain! ne'er deviate to the Right : 
Shouldſt thou be Good— How infinite thy Loſs! 
Guilt only. makes Annihilation Gain. 
Bleſt Scheme ! which Life deprives of Comfort; Death: 
Of Hope ;\ and which Vice only, recommends. 
If ſo; where, Infidels ! your Bait thrown out 
To catch weak Converts? Where your lofty Boaſt 
Of Zeal for Virtue,. and of Lowe to Man ? | 
ANNIHILATION | I confeſs, in Theſe. 

What can Reclaim.you ? Dare I hope profound: 
Phils/ophers the Converts. of. a Song ? 
Yet know,. 17s * Title flatters you,. not me ;: 
Yours be the. Praiſe to make my Title good ; 
Mine, to bleſs Heav'n, and triumph in your Praiſe... 
But fince ſo Peſtilential your Diſeaſe, | | 
Tho! ſov? reign 1s the Med'cine I preſcribe, 
As yet, I'll neither Triumph,. nor: Deſpair : 
But hope, ere long, my Midnight Dream. will wake. 
Your Hearts,. and teach -your #;/dom—to be wiſe : 
For why ſhould Souls Immortal, made for Bliſs, 
E'er wiſh - (and wiſh. in vain!) that Souls could die ?- 
What ne'er can die, Oh! grant to /ive.; and crown 
The Wiſh, and Aim, and. Labour. of the Skies; 
Increaſe, and enter on the Joys of Heaven :. 
Thus ſhall my Title paſs a /acred Seal,. 
Receive an mprimatur. from Above, 
While Angels ſhout— 4: Infidel Reclaim'd ! 

To cloſe, Lorenzo ! Spite of all my Pains,. 


Sill ſeems it ſtrange, that 'Thou ſhouldſt live for ever 3 


Is it /e/s ſtrange; that 'Thou ſhould live at all? 
This.1s a Miracle ; and.7That. no more. 

Who gave Beginning, can exclude an-End. . 

Deny Thou art : Then, doubt if Thou ſoalt be. 
A Miracle with Miracles inclos'd, 


 *: The Infidel Reclaimed. 
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182 The ComPLainT. Night 1, 
Is Man : And ſtarts his Faith at what is Strange ? 
What leſs than Wonders, from the Weinderful ; 
What leſs than Miracles, from Gov, can flow ? 
Admit a GOD—that Myftery Supreme ! 

That Cauſe uncaus'd ! All other Wonders ceaſe ; 

Nothing is Marvellous for Him to do : 

| Deny Him—all is Myſtery beſides ; 

i BY Millions of Myſteries ! Zach Darker far, 

1 | 'Than That thy Wiſdom would, unwiſely, ſhun. 
1 | Tf-aweat thy Faith, why chuſe the Harder Side ? 


| WT ] —— i —_— —_— TOR 5 


| i | - Wenothing 4row, but what 4s Marvellous ; 
{ | | Yet what is Marvellous, we can't believe. 
ws So weak our Reaſon, and fo Great our Gov, ; 
i What moſt ſurpriſes in the Sacred Page, ; 
Or full as Strange, or Stranger, muft be 'True. | 
Faith is not Reaſon's Labour, but Repoſe. 4 
To Faith, and Virtue, why ſo backward, Man ? | , 
From Hence : —The Pre/ent ſtrongly ſtrikes us All ; 7 
The Future, faintly : Can we, then, be Men? d 
If Men, Lorenzo! the Reverſe is Right. 2, 
Reaſon is Man's Peculiar : Senfe, the Brute's. I 
' The Preſent is the Scanty Realm of Sen/7 ; / 
The Future, Reaſon's Empire unconkin'd : 
i On That expending all her Godlike Power, r 
| mi > She Plans, Provides, Expatiates, T'riumphs, there ; . 
[ There, builds her Blyings/ There, expefts her Praiſe; Wl 1 
And nothing aſks of Fortune, or of Men. I 
And what is Reaſon ? Be ſhe, thus, defin'd ; þ 
Reaſon is Upright Stature in the Soul, 7 
_ Oh! bea Mar;—and ftrive to be a God. | I 
« For what? (Thouſayſt): To damp the Joys of Life?” G 
No: ; to give Heart and Subſtance to thy Joys. It 


That Tyrant, Hepe, mark, how ſhe domineers ; L 
| She bids us. quit Realities, for Dreams ; 
_ Safety, and Peace, for Hazard, and Alarm ; 
43] co ne That 


That Tyrant o'er the Tyrants of the Soul, 
She bids Ambition quit its taken Prize, 
Spurn the luxuriant Branch on which 7? fits, 
Tho! bearing Crowns, to ſpring at d:fant Game z 
And plunge in Toils and Dangers—for Repole. 
If Hope precarious, and of "Things, when gain 'd, 
Of Little Moment, and as Little Stay, 
Can fiveeten 'Toils and Dangers into Joys ; 
What then, That Hope, which nothing can defeat, 
Our Leave unaſk'd ? Rich Hope of boundleſs Bliſs ? 
Bliſs, paſt Man's Pow'r to paint it ; Time's, to cloſe? 
This Hope is Earth's molt eſtimable Prize : 
This is Man's Portion, while no more than Man : 
Hope, of all Paſſions, moſt befriends us Here ; 
Paſſions of Prouder Name befriend us leſs 
Joy has her Tears ; and Tranſport has her { "9 . 
Hepe, like a Cordial, innocent, tho? ſtrong, 
Man's Heart, at once, in/þirits, and /erenes; 
Nor makes him pay his Wiſdom for his Joys : 
"Tis All, our preſent State can /afely bear, 
Health to the Frame ! and Vigour to the Mind ! 
A Joy attemper'd! a chaſtir'd Delight ! 
Like the fair Sammer-Ev'ning, mild, and fiveet Þ 
"Tis Man's fult Cap ; his Paradiſe Below ! 
A bleſt Hereafter, hex, or Hop'd, or Gain'd, 
Is All; ;—our Yhole of Happineſs : Full Proof, 
I chofe no trivial or inglorious Theme. 
And know, ye Foes to Song! (well-meaning Men, 
Tho! quite forgotten * Half your Bible's Praiſe !) 
Important Truths, in ſpite of Yer/e, may pleaſe : 
Grave Minds you praiſe ; nor can you praiſe: too much ; 
If there 1s Weight in an ETerniTY, 
Let the Grave liſten ;—and be graver ſtill. 


| © The poetical Parts of it, 
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ND has all Nature, then, eſpous'd my Part ? 


Have I brib'd Heav'n, and Earth, to plead againſt 


And is thy Soul Immortal ?—What remains? F{thee? 
All, All, Loxznzo ; Make Immortal, Bleft. 
Unbleſt Immortals ! What can ſhock us more ? 

And yet Loxenzo ſtill affeQs the World; 


Man of the World! (for ſuch wouldft thou be call'd) - 
And art thou proud of that inglerious Style ? 

Proud of Reproach.? For a Reproach. it was,. 

In antient Nays ; and CurisTIan,—in an Ape,. 
When Men were Men, and not aſham'd of Heaven, 
Fir'd their Ambition, as it crown'd their Joy. 
Sprinkled with Dews from the Ca/taliar Font, 

Fain would I re-baptize thee, and confer 

A purer Spirit, and a nobler Name. 
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The CompLann. 


Thy fond Attachments fatal, and inflam'd, 
Point out my Path, and diate to my Song : 


"Night 8, 


To 'Thee, the World how Fair ! How ſtrongly frite 


Ambition ! and gay Pleaſure ſtronger till ! 


Thy Triple Bane !' the Triple Bolt, that lays 
Thy Virtue dead !- Be Theſe my Triple Theme 


Nor ſhall thy 7: or W:/dom, be forgot. 


Common the Theme ; not ſo the Song ; if She 
My Song invokes, Ur anita, deigns to ſmile. 
The Charm that chains us to the World, her Foe, 


If the diflolves, the Man of Earth, at once, 


Starts from his Trance, and ſighs for-other Scenes ; 


| Scenes, where theſe Sparks of Night, theſe Stars, ſhall 
 Unnumber'd Suns (for all Things, as they are, 
_ "The Blelt behold) ; and, in one Glory, pour 


Their blended Blaze on Man's aſtoniſht Sight ; 


A Blaze, —the leaft illuſtrious Obje& There. 
_ Loggnzo! ſince Eternal is at Hand, 

To ſwallow Time's Ambitions ; as the vaſt 

Leviathan, the Bubbles vain, that ride 

High on the foaming Billow ; what avail 


High Titles, high Deſcent, Attainment liigh, 


If unattain'd our High? -O Lorenzo! 


What lofty Thoughts, theſe Elements'above, | 
| What tow'ring Hopes, what Sillies from-the Sun, 


What grand Surveys of Deſtiny divine, 
And pompous 'Preſage of unfathom'd Fate, 


Should roll in Boſoms, where a Spirit burns, 


Bound for Eternity ! In Boſoms read 
By Him, 'who Eoibles in Archangels ſees! 
- On human Hearts £7 hends a jealous Eye, 


And marks, and in Heav'n's Kees inrolls, - 
'The Riſe, and Progreſs, of We Option in<z0 5 


Sacred to Doomſday ! | That the Page unfolds, 
And ſpreads us to the Gaze of Gods and Men, 


_ [hine 


And what an Option, O Lorenzo! thine ? 
This World ! and This, unrivall'd by the Skies ! 
A World, where Luſt of Pleaſure, Grandeur, Gold, 
Three Demons that divide its Realms between them, 
With firokes alternate buffet to and fro 
Man's reſtleſs Heart, their Sport, their. Aying Ball; 
Till, with the giddy Circle, fick, and tir'd, 
[t pants for Peace, and drops into Deſpair. 
Such is the World Loxtnzo ſets above 
That glorious Promi/e Angels were eſteem'd - 
Too mean to bring ; a Promiſe, their Ador'd 
Deſcended to communicate, and preſs, 
By Counſel, Miracle, Life, Death, on Man. 
Such is the World Loxznzo's Wiſdom wooes, 
And on its thorny Pillow ſeeks Repoſe ; 
A Pillow, which, like Opiates ill-prepar'd, 
Intoxicates, but not compoſes ; fills | 
The viſionary Mind with gay Chimzras, 


What unfeign'd Travel, and what Dreams of Joy ! 

How frail, Men, Things! How momentary, Both! 
Fantaſtic Chace, of Shadows hunting Shades ! 

he Gay, the By/y, equal, tho? unlike ; 

Equal in Wiſdom, differently wiſe | . 

aro! flow'ry Meadows, and thro' dreary Waſtes, 

One Buſtling, and One Dancing, into Death. 

here's not a Day, but, to the Man of Thought, 
betrays ſome Secret, that throws new Reproach 

Dn Life, and makes him ſick of ſeeing more. 

he Scenes of Bus'ne/5 tell us—** What are Men ;* | 
[he Scenes of Pleajure—** What is all befide :” 
[ here, Others we deſpiſe ; and Here, Ourſelves, 
mid Dz{guft eternal, dwells Delight ? 

is £pprobation ftrikes the String of Joy. 


What 


ViRTUE's Apology, &c. 199 


All the wild Trafh of Sleep, without the Reſt; RAR 


388 The ChMeLainr. Nictes 


What wondrous Prize has kindled this Career, 
Stuns with the Din, and choaks us with the Du, 
On Life's gay Stage, one Inch above the Grave ? 
The Proud run up- and down in queſt of. Eyes ; 
The Sen/ual, in purſuit of ſomething worſe : 

The Grave, of Gold, the Politic, of Power ; J 

And All, of other Butterflies, as vain ! | 

As Eddies draw Things frivolous, and light, 

How is Man's Heart by Yarnity drawn in ;. 

On the ſwift Circle of returning Toys, 

Whirld, Straw-like,, round and round, and then i In» 
Where gay Deluſion darkens to Deſpair!  _ [gulph'd, 

« This is a beaten. Track.” —Is This a Track 
Should 20? be beaten:? Never beat enough, 

Till enough learnt the Truths it would inſpire. 

Shall Truth be filent, becauſe Folly frowns ? 

| Turn the World's Hiſtory ; what find we there, 

But For:une's Sports, or Nature's cruel Claims, | 

Or Woman's Artifice, or Man's Revenge, 

And endleſs Inhumanities on Man? _ 

 Fame's Trumpet ſeldom. ſounds, but, like the Knell, 

It brings bad Tidings : How it hourly blows | 

Man's Miſadventures round the lifning. World! 

Man is the Tale of narrative old Time; 

Sad Tale ; which high as Paradi/e begins ; 

As if, the Toil of Travel to delude, 

From Stage to Stage, in his eternal Round, 

The Days, his Daughters, as they ſpin our Hours: 

' On Fortunts Wheel, where Accident unthought 

' Oft, in a Moment, ſnaps Life's ſtrongeſt 'Thread,. 

Each, in her Turn, ſome Tragic Story tells, 

With, now-and-then, a wretched Farce between ; ; 
And fills his Chronicle with. haman Woes.. 

Time's Daughters, True as thoſe of Men ; deceive ws; 


Not One, but puts ſome Cheat on all Mankind: , 
| White 


VinrTve's Apology, &. 189 

While in their Father's Boſom, not yet Oars, 
They flatter our fond Hopes ; and promiſe much 
Of Amiable'; but hold b;#z not o'er-wile, 
Who dares to truſt them ; and laugh round the Yours 
At ſtill-confiding, ftill-confounded, Man ; 
Confiding, tho? confounded ; hoping on, 
Untaught by Trial, unconvinc'd by Proof, 
And Ever-looking for the Never-ſeen. 
Life to the laſt, like harden'd Felons, lyes ; 
Nor owns itſelf a Cheat, till it expires. 
Its little Joys go out by One and One, | 
And leave poor Man, at length, in perfe&t Night; 
Night darker, than what, now, involves the Pole. 

O THO U, who doſt permit theſe Ills to. fall, 
For gracious Ends, and wouldſt that Man ſho uld mourn ! 
0 THOU, whoſe Hands this goodly Fabric fram'd, 


What is this ſublunary World? A Vapour; 
A Vapour all it holds ; itſelf, a Vapour, 
rom the damp Bed of Chaos, by thy Beam | 
WExhal'd, ordain'd to ſwim its deſtin'd Hour 
In ambient Air, then melt, and diſappear, 
arth's Days are number'd, nor remote her Doom z 
\; Mortal, tho” leſs Tranſient, than her Sons ; 

et they doat on her, as the World and 'They 

ere both Eternal, Solid; THOU, a Dream. 
They doat, on What ? Immortal Views apart, 

\ Region of Outiides ! a Land of Shadows! _ 

\ fruitful Field of flow'ry Promiſes! _ 

\ Wilderneſs of Joys! perplext with Doubts, 
ind ſharp with Thorns ! A troubled Ocean, ſpread 
ith bold Adventurers, their Al] on Board ; 

0 ſecond Hope, if here their Fortune | ASP 4 
rown ſoon it ff, Of various Rates they fail, 

w hk various ; All-Alike in TR, 
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Who know'ſt it beſt, and wouldſt that Man ſhould know! | 


x90. The COMPLAINT. — Nioh 


All refleſs, anxious ; toft with Hopes and Fears, 

In calmeſt Skies ; obnoxious All to Storm !. 

And ſtormy the moft gen'ral Blaſt of Life : 

All bound for Happineſs ; yet Few provide 

'The Chart of Kzouwlege, pointing where it lies ; 

Or Yirtue's Helm, to ſhape the Courſe deſlign'd; 

All, more or. leſs, capricious Fate lament, 

| Now lifted by the Tide, and now reſorb'd, 

And farther from their Wiſhes, than before : 

All, more or leſs, againſt cach other daſh, _ 

'To mutual Hurt, by Guſts of Paſſion driven, 

And ſuf*ring more from Folly, than from Fate. 
Ocean ! 'Thou dreadful and tumultuous Home 

Of Dangers, at eternal War with Man ! 

Death's Capital, where. moſt he domineers, 

With all his choſen Terrors frowning round, 

(Tho? lately, feaſted high at * 4/b;ox's Coſt) 

Wide op'ning, and loud-roaring ſtill for more! 

'Too faithful Mirror ! how doſt thou, refle&t 

'The melancholy Face of human Life ! 

The ftrong Reſemblance tempts me farther Rill ; 

And, haply, Britain may be deeper ftruck 

By moral Truth, in ſach a Mirror ſeen, 

"Which Nature holds for ever at her Eye. 

_ Self-flatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in Hope, 

When Yowng, with ſanguine Chear, and Streamers pay, 

| We cut our Cable, launch into the World, 

And fondly dream each Wind and Star our Friend; 

All, in ſome darling Enterprize embarkt : | 

But where 1s he can fathom its Event ? 

Amid a Multitude of artleſs Hands, 

Ruin's ſure neg ah her lawful Prize! 

Some ſteer aright ; but the black Blaſt blows hard, 

And pals them wide of Hope : ; "Ih as of | Prod 


_ Adwiral Bakchen, &c. ; 
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VisTuE's Apology, &c. 191 
Full againſt Wind and Tide, /ome win their Way ; 
And when ftrong Effort has deſery'd the Port, 


And tugg'd it into View, 'tis won ! *tis loſt ! 
Tho? ſtrong their Oar, fill ſtronger is their Fate : 


In Streſs of Weather, Mot ; Some ſink outright ; 

O'er them, and o'er their Names, the Billows cloſe; 

To-morrow knows not they were ever Born. 

0:hers a ſhort Memorial leave behind, 

Like a Flag floating, when the Bark's ingulpb's'y q 

[It floats a Moment, and is ſeen no more ; 

One CzsaRr lives; a Thouſand are forgot. 

How Few, beneath auſpicious Planets born, 

(Darlings of Providence ! fond Fate's Ele !) | 

With ſwelling Sails make good the promis'd Port, 

With all their Wiſhes freighted ! Yet ev'n Theſe, 

Freighted with all their Wiſhes, ſoon complain ; 

Free from Misfortune, not from Nature free, 

They fill are Men ; and when is Man ſecure ? 

As fatal Time, as Storm! the Ruſh of Years | 

Beats down their Strength ; their numberleſs Eſcapes 

In Ruin end: And, now, their proud Succeſs 

But plants zeav Terrors on the Vidtor's Brow ; 

What Pain to quit the World, juſt made their own, 

Their Neſt fo deeply down'd, and built ſo high! 

Too low they build, who build beneath the Stars. 

Woe then apart (if Woe apart can be 

From mortal Man), and Fortune at our Nod, 

The Gay ! Rich! Great! Triumphant! and Auguſt ! 

What are they ?—The mt happy Mw! to ſay !) 

Convince ze moſt of human Miſery : 

What are they ? Smiling Wretches of To-morrow / 

More wretched, zhen, than e'er their Slave can be ; 

roy 1 heir treach'rous Bleſſings, at the Day of Need, 
ike other faithleſs Friends, unmaſk, and ſting : 


ol 


They firike ; and, while they Triumph, they Expire. 
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192 The COMPLAINT. | Nighty, 
T, Gen,” what provoking Indigence i in Wealth! 
What aggravated Impotence in Power ! | 
High Titles, ther, what Infult of their Pain ! 
If that ſole Anchor, equal to the Waves, 
immortal Hope ! defies not the rude Storm, 
Takes Comfort from the foaming Billow's Rage, 
And makes a welcome Harbour of the Tomb, 
Is this a Sketch of what thy Soul admires ? 
«« But here (thou ſayſt) the Miſeries of Life 
« Are huddled in a Group. A more diſtin& | 
« Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better News.” 
| Look on Life's Stages : They ſpeak plainer ſtill; 
The plainer They, the deeper wilt Thou ſigh, 
Look on thy lovely Boy ; in him behold 
'The Beſt that can befal the beſt on Earth; 
The Boy has Virtue by his Mother's Side : 
Yes, on FLoxy»LLo look : A Father's Heart 
Is tender, tho' the Man's is made-of Stone ; 
The Truth, thro? ſuch a Medium ſeen, may make- 
Impreflion deep, and Fondneſs prove thy Friend, 
FLoner 1.0 lately caſt on this rude Coaſt | 
_ A helpleſs Infant ; now a heedleſs Child ; 
To poor CL.arissa's Throes, thy Care fronds; 
| Care full of Love, and yet ſevere as Hate ! 
O'er thy Soul's Joy how oft thy Fondneſs frowns! | 
| Needful Aufterities his Will reftrain ; 
As Thorns fence in the tender Plant from Harm. 
As yet, his Rea/on cannot go alone; | 
But aſks a fterner Nurſe to lead it on. 
His little Heart is often terrify'd ; 
The Bluſh of Morning, in his Cheek, turns pale; 
Its pearly Dew-drop trembles in his Eye ; 
His harmleſs Eye! and drowns an' Angel there. 
Ah! what avails his Innocence ? The Taſk 
Injoin'd muſt diſcipline his early Powers ; 
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ViRTVUE'S Apology, &c. 93 


He Jearns: to ſigh, ere he is known to fin ; 

Guiltleſs, and ſad ! A Wretch before the Fall! 

How cruel this ! More cruel to forbear. 

Our Nature ſuch, with zeceſary Pains, 

We purchaſe ProſpeCts of precarious Peace.: 

Tho* nat a Father, 'This might ſteal a Sigh. 
Suppoſe him diſciplin'd .aright (if not, 

"Twill fink our poor Account to poorer __ 3 

Ripe from the 'Tutor, proud of Liberty, | 

He leaps Incloſure, bounds into the World ; 

The World 1s taken, after Ten Years Toll, 

Like antient_ Trop ; and all its Joys his own. 

Alas ! the World's a Tutor more ſevere; 

Its Leſſons hard, and 111 deſerve his Pains; 

Unteaching All his-virtuons Nature taught, | 

Or Books (fair Virtue's Advocates !) inſpir'd. 
For who receives him into public Lifg ?. 

Men of the World, the Terre-filial Breed, 

Welcome the modeſt Stranger to thetr Sphere, 

{Which glitter'd long, at Diſtance, in his Sight) 

And, in their hoſpitable Arms, incloſe : 

Men, who think nought ſo ferong of the Romance, | 

| 00 rank Knight-errant, as a Real Friend : 

Men, that a& up to Rea/or's Golden Rule, 

All Weakneſs of {fe&#iox quite ſubdu'd : 

Men, that would bluſh at being thought ſincere, 

And feign, for Glory, the fe Faults they want 

That love a Lye, where Truth would pay as well ; 

As if, to Them, Yice ſhone her own Reward. 
Lorexzo! canſt thou bear a ſhocking Sight ? 

Such, for FLORELLO's Sake, *twill now appear : 

See, the ſteel'd: Files of ſeaſon'd: Veterans, 

Train'd to the World, in burniſh'd Falſhood Ny ; 

Deep in the fatal Stratagems of: Peace ; 

1 ſoft Senſation, in the Throng, rubb'd off ; an 
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94 The COMPLAINT. Nightg, 
All their keen Purpoſe, in Politeneſs, ſheath'd ; 
His Friends eternal—during Interelt ; - | 
His Foes implacable—when worth their while ; - 
At War with ev'ry Welfare, bat their own ; - 
As wiſe as LucirsR ; and half as good; 
And by whom none, but LucirnR, can gain— 
Naked, thro? Theſe (ſo common Fate ordains), 
Naked of Heart, his cruel Courſe he runs, 
'Stung out of All, moſt amiable in Life, 
Prompt Truth, and open Thought, and Smiles unfeign'd; 
AﬀeCtion, as his Species, wide diffus'd ; 
Noble Preſumptions to Mankind's Renown ;. 
Ingenuous Truſt, and Confidence of Love. 

Theſe Claims to Joy (if Mortals Joy might claim) 
Will coft him many a Sigh ; till Time, and Pains, 
From the ſlow Miſtreſs of this School, Experience, 
And her Aſſiſtant, pauſing, pale, Difru/t, 
_ Purchaſe a dear-bought Clue to lead his Youth 

_ 'Thro? ſerpentine Obliquities of Life, | 

And the dark Labyrinth of haman Hearts. 

And happy ! if the Clue ſhall come fo cheap ; pg: 
For, while we learn to fence with Public Guilt, 
' Full oft we feel its foul Contagion wo, .-:: :: 
If leſs than heav'nly Virtue is our Guard. 
Thus, a ſtrange Kind of curſt Neceſſity _ 
Brings down the ſterling Temper of his Soul, 
By baſe Alloy, to. bear the Current Stamp, 
- Below calld Wiſdom ; ſinks him into Safety 3 
And brands him into Credit with the Forld; 
Where ſpecious Titles dignify Diſgrace; 


And Nature's Injuries are Arts of Lifez; | 
Where brighter Reaſon. prompts to. bolder. Oes3 . 


And Heav'nly Talents make Infernal Hearts ; 
That unſurmountable Extrems of Guilt !. 
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VirTuE's Apology, &c. 195 
Poor MacHiaver ! who labour'd hard his Plan, 
Forgot, that Genius need not go to School ; 
Forgot, that Man, without a Tutor wiſe, 
His Plan had praQtis'd, long before *twas writ. 
The World's all Tzzle-page, there's no Contents ; 


Is whooted for his Nudities, and ſcorn'd. 

A Man I knew, who liv'd upon a Smile ; 

And well it fed him ; he look'd plump and fair ; 

While rankeſt Venom foam'd thro? every Vein. 

Lorenzo! what I tell thee, take not 1ll! 

Living, he fawn'd on ev'ry Fool alive; - 

And, Dying, curs'd the Friend on whom he liv'd. - 

To ſuch Proficients thou art half a Saint. 

In foreign Realms (for thou haſt travell'd far) 

How curious to contemplate two. State-Rooks, - 

Studious their Neſts to feather in a 'T rice, 

With all the. Necromantics of their Art, 

Playing the Game of Faces on each other, 

Making Court Sweet-meats of their latent Gall, 

In fooliſh Hope, to fteal each other's Truſt ; 

Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv'd ; 

And, ſometimes, both (let Earth rejoice) undone ! 

Their Parts we doubt not ; but be That their Shame ; 

Shall Men of Talents, fit to rule Mankind, 

Stoop to mean Wiles, that'would diſgrace a Fool ? 

And loſe the Thanks of thoſe few Friends they ſerve ? 

For who can thank the Man, he cannot /ze ? IF 
Why ſo much Cover ? It defeats itſelf. 


Are therefore known, becau/e they are conceal'd ? 

For why conceal'd ?—The Cauſe they need not tell, 

| give him Joy, that's aukward at a Lye; oF 185 

{ Whoſe feeble Nature Truth keeps ſtill-in Awe ; 
His Incapacity 1 is his Renown, | 

K 2 EL 


The World's all Face; the Man who ſhews his as 


Ye, that know all Things ! know ye not, Mens Hearts | 
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Thou ſay'ſt, *Tis. necdfal : Is it therefore right 2 
_ Howe'er, I grant. it fowe ſmall Sign of Grace, 
To ftrain at an Excuſe : And wouldſt thou then 


- When Jate our Civil Helm was ſhifting Hands, 


Sure, tho” not equal, Detriment enſues. 


For Friend, or happy Life, who looks not higher, 
- Of neither ſhall he find the Shadow here. 


Nto oht g 


"Tis Great, *tis Manly, to diſdain DzJguije ; 
It ſhews our Spirit, or it-proves our Strength, 


Eſcape that cruel Need.? Thou may'ſt, with Eaſe; 
"Think no Poſt needful that demands a Knave, 


So P—— thought : Think better, if you can, 

But This, bow rare ! the public Path of Life 
Is dirty : = Yet, allow that Dirt its Due, 
It makes the Noble Mind more noble ſtill : 
'The World's no Neuter ; it. will wound, or fave; 
Our Vrwtue quench, or Indignation. fire, 
You ſay ; the World, well-known, will make a Men: 
The World, well-khown, will give our Hearts to Heaven, 
Or make us Demens, long beiore we Die. | 

To ſhew how fair the World, by Miſtreſs, ſhines, 
Take either Part, ſure Ills attend the Choice ; 


Not YVirtae's Self is Deify'd on Earth.; 

Firtue has her Relapſes, Conflicts, Foes ; 

Foes, that ne&'er fail to. make her feel their. Hate. 
Virtue has her pecultar- Set of Pains. 
True; Friends to Virtue, Jaft, and lcaft, awaits 
But if' They Sigh, can Others hope to Smile? 

If W;/dow has her Miſeries to mourn, 

How can poor Folly lead a happy Life? 

And if Beth ſuffer, what has Earth to boaſt, 
Where he mf Happy, wha the /za/4. Laments ? 
Where much, much Patience, the molt envy'd State, 
And fome F orgiveneſs, needs, the beſt of Friends ? 


7 : "The 


The World's ſworn Advocate, without a Fee, 
 Loxgnzo ſmartly, with: a Smile, replies; | 
« Thus far thy Song is right; and All muſt own, 
« Virtue has her. peculiar Set of Pains.— | 

| « And Joys peculiar who to Yice denies ? 
« Ff Vice it'is,. with: Nature to comply :: 

« If Pride,. and Sen/e,, are ſo predominant, 
& To check, not overcome," them,. makes a Sainity, 
« Can Nature in a plainer Voice: proclaim 
« Pleaſure, and Glory, the! Chief Good: of. Man. yu | 

Can Pride, and Sen/uality, rejoice? 
From Purity of Thought, all Pleaſure foringey | 
And, from an humble Spirit, all onr.Peace.. 
Ambition,, Pleaſure { let us talk of Theſe; 
Of Theſe;. the Pox'cn, and Acaprny, talk'd; 
Of Theſe; each. following Age had much'to "F " 8 
Yet unexhauſted, fill, the: needfal Theme. _ 
Who talks: of Theſe,, to: Maikind all at: once _ 
He talks ; for where'the-Samtifrom either free ? 
Are theſe thy Refuge ?—No; Theſe:rufhupon'thee EY 
Thy Vitals:ſeize,. and, Pulrur-like, devour; 
Pl try, if I can pluck thee-from thy Rock, 
PromETHEvs ! fromthis -barren Ball of Earth ;. - 
If Reafen can unchain thee, ' thou art free. 

And, firſt, thy. Cazca/us, Ambition calls "WP 
Mountain of. 'Torments |. Eminence of Woes ! | 
Of courted Woes !. and courted thro' Miſtake ! 
Tis not Ambition-charms-thee:;  *tis-a Cheat 
Will make thee ftart, as H—— at his Moor. - 
Doſt graſp at Greatneſs ? Firſt, -know what it is 3: _ 
Think*ft thou: thy - Greatneſs:3 in Diftindtion- dies 2: 1; 
| Not in the Feather, wave it: e'er'fo high, 
Ry Fortune fuck, to mark us from-the Throng,: 
Is Glory lodg'd : *Tis lodg'd in the Reverſe ; 
In. that which joins, in that which equals, All,, 
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198 The ComPpLaint. Nights, 
The Monarch, and his Slave z—** A Deathleſs Soul, 
« Unbounded Proſpe&, and Immortal Kin, 

«« A Father God, and Brothers in the Skies ;” 
Elder, indeed, in Time ; but leſs remote _ 
| In Excellence, perhaps, than thought by Man ; 
_ Why greater What can Fall, than What can Riſe? 
If fill delirious, now, Lorenzo! go; | 
And with thy full-blown Brothers ef the 7orla, 


oh 'Throw Scorn around thee ; caſt it on thy Slaves; 
* 'Thy Slaves, : and Equals : How.Scorn caſt on Them 
* Rebounds on Thee! If Man is'mean, as Man, 

&. Art thou a God ? If Fortune makes him ſo, 

Cit | Beware the Conſequence : A Maxim That, 

Fi Which draws a. monſtrons Pifture of Mankind, 

W./ Where, in. the Drapery,. the Maz is loſt ; - 

Mi Externals flutt'ring, and the Soul forgot. 

wo 'Fhy greateſt; Glory, when diſpos'd to. boat, - 
WW & Boaſt 74at aloud, in which thy Servants ſhare. | 
WW We wiſely firip the Steed we mean: to buy: | 
wo Judge we, in. their Capariſons, of Men ? 

q Ml | It nought avails thee, here, but What, thou art; : 
| 1 _ All the Diftinftions of this little Life - [ 


| _ Are quite Cutaneous, 'foreign to the Man, * - ae | 
wr When, thro”-  Death's'Streights, Earth's ſabtle Serpents 
Which wiggle into Wealth, or climb Rengwn 
As crooked Satan the Forbidden Tree, 
They leave their party-colour'd Robe behind, 
_ All that now glitters, while they rear aloft ' 
Their brazen Creſts, and hiſs 'at us below, 
'Of Fortune's Futus Rrip them, yet alive 
Strip them of Body, too ; nay, cloſer ſtill, 
Away with all, * but: Moral, 1n their Minds ; 
And let, what then/remains, impoſe their Name, 
' Pronounce”them Weak, or Worthy ; Great, or Mean. 
How mean that Snuff of Glory Fortune lights, 


And 


PF 


$ 


nd 


' Nlluftrious, might afford but few Grandees. - 


Lorenzo's fick, but when Loxtnzo's ſeen ; | aj 


ViRTUE'S Adpology, .&c. 199 
And Death puts out! Doſt Thou demand a Teſt, - 
A Teſt, at once, infallible, and ſhort, HEL 
Of real Greatneſs ? That Man Greatly lives, 
Whate'er his Fate, or Fame, who Greatly dies ; 
High-fluſh'd with Hope, where Heroes ſhall deſpair, 
If This a true Criterion, Many Courts, 


Th? Almighty, from his 'Throne, on Earth #1 urveys 
Nought Greater, than an Honeſt, Humble Heart ; 
An Humble Heart, His Refidence ! pronounc'd 
His ſecond Seat ; and Rival to the Skies. 


The private Path, the fecret Afts of Men, 
If noble, far the nobleſt of our Lives! 


How far above Loxtnzo's Glory fits _ 

Th illeftrious Maſter of a Name anknown; 
Whoſe Worth unrivalled, and unwitneſs'd, loves - 
Life's ſacred Shades, where Gods converſe with Men ;_ 
And Peace, beyond the World's Conception, ſmiles ! 


_ As Thou! {now dark), before we part, ſhalt ſee. 


But thy. Great Soul this ſeulking Glory ſcorns. 


And, when he ſhrugs at public Bus'neſs, lyes. 
Deny'd the public Eye, the public Voice, | 
As if he liv'd on others Breath, - he dies. 

Fain would he make the World his Pedeſtal 


Mankind the Gazers, the ſole Figure, He. - 


Knows he, that Mankind praiſe againſ their Will, 
And mix as much Detraftion as they can ? | 


Knows he, that faithleſs Fame her Whiſper has,” 


As well as Trumpet ? That his Vanity | 

Is ſo much' tickled from not hearing A//? + 

Knows this All Knower, that from Itch of Praiſe, \ 

Or, from an-.Itch more ſordid, when he: ſhines; + 

Taking his Country by Five-hundred-Ears, 

Senates at once admire him, and deſpiſe, | { 
K 4 | With 


200. The Come LATN'T; / Nicks 


With modeſt Laughter lining: loud Applauſe, 
Which makes the Smile more mortal to his Fame ? 
His Fame, which (like the mighty Cs ar), crown'd 
With Laurels, in full Senate, greatly falls, 

By /ceming Friends, that honour, and deſtroy. 

We riſe in Glory, as we fink in Pride: 

Where boaſting ends, there Dignity begins - 

_. And yet, Miſtaken beyond all Miſtake, 

_  'The blind Loxznzo's proud—of being Proud ; 
And dreams himfelf Aſcending in his Fall. 

An Eminence, tho' fanſy*d, turns the Brain ; 

All Vice wants 'Hellebore 5 but of all Vice, 

Pride loudeſt calls, and for the. largeſt Bowl ; 
Becauſe, all other Vice unlike, it-flies, 

In Fa#, the Point, in-Faxcy moft purſu'd, 

Who court Applauſe, oblige the World i in #hix ; 
They gratify Man's Paſſion 'to refuſe, 

Superior Honour, when af/um'd, is bes. E 

Ev'n Good Men turn Banditti, and did, 47 
Like Kovii-Kan, in Plunder of the Proud. 

Tho? ſomewhat-diſconcerted, ſteady ſtill 

'To the Iorld's'Cauſe, with half a Face of Joy, 
LoREnzo cries—*<< Be, then, Ambition Caft ; 

«© Ambition's Dearer' far ſtands-unimpeach'd, 

«< Gay Pleaſure ! Proud Ambition 1s her: Slave ; 

«« For Her, he ſoars at Great, and hazards Il; 

_ «© For Her, he 6ghts, and-bleeds, or overcomes ; | 
«« And paves his Way, with Crowns, t6 reach Her Smile: 
«« Whocan reſiſt her Charms ?*”—Or, ould? Loxexzo0! 
Y/hat Mortal ſhall refit, where Angels yield Se 
P leaſure” s the Miſtreſs of Ethereal Powers ; 

For her contend the rival Gods'above z 

Pleaſure's the Miſtreſs of the World'below ; 

And well it is for Man, that Pleaſure charms ; 
How would All ftagnate, but for Plea/ure's Ray ! 


- 
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How 


VirxTue's Apology, 8&c.. kin 3; 


How would the frozen Stream of Aion: ceaſe! 

What is the Pulſe of this ſo buſy World? . 

The Love of Pleaſure :. That, thro? ev'ry. Vein, 

Throws. Motion, Warmth ; and ſhuts out Death from: 
Tho? various are the Tempers 3 of Mankind, - Ls 

Plea/ure's gay Family holds All in Chains: 

Some moſt affe& the Black ;. and ſome, the Fair.;. 

Some honeſt Pleaſure court ; and ſome, obſcene.. 

Pleaſures ob/cene are various, . as the 'Throng = 

Of Paſſions,. that can err in human: Hearts ;' | 

Miſtake their. Obje&ts,. or tranſgreſs their Bounds.. 


Think you there's but one Whoredom ? Whoredom, 'Al;, uu 


But when our Reaſon licenſes: Delight.. | 
Doſt doubt, Loxexnzo ? Thou ſhalt.doubt no more.. 
Thy Father chides thy Gallantries! yet. hugs 
An ugly, common Harlot, in the Dark; 
A rank Adulkterer with others Gold ;. 
And that Hag, Yengeance, in a Corner, charms. 
Hatred her. Brothel has, as. well as Love,. 
Where horrid Epzcures debauch in Blood, 
Whate'er: the Motive, , Pl-a/ure-is the Mark :: 
For. Her,. the black Aſſaflin draws his Y - | 
For Her,. dark Stateſmen trim .their Midnight Lamps. 
To which no [/gle Sacrifice may fall ;. 
| For Her, the Saint-abſtains.;z the Miſer as pe 
The Sz0ic. proud,, for. Pleaſure,. Pleaſure ſcorn'd ; 
For. Her, Aﬀiition O Daughters Grief indulge, * 
And find,. or hope, a Luxury,in Tears; _ ' 
For Her, Guilt, Shame, Toil, Danger, -we 7% IN [; 
And,. with an Aim voluptuous, ruſh on Death, . | 
Thus univerfal.her deſpotic Power. | 

And.as her Empire wide,, her Praife 3 1 joſt.. 
Patron of Pleaſure ! Doater. on, Delight ! | 
I am thy Rival ; ,Pleaſure I. profeſs ; 
Meaſure the Purpoſe of my gloomy Songe. i; £554 
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202 The. COMPLAINT. -- Night, 

Phaſure | 1s nought but Virtue's gayer Name; 

| I wrong her ſtill, I rate her Worth too low ; 

Virtue the Root, and Pleaſure is the F lower ; ; 
And honeſt Eyicuzus? Foes were Fools. | 
But this ſounds harſh, and gives the Wik Offence; 

Tf oferſtrain'd Wiſdom ſill retains the Name. 

How knits Auſterity her cloudy Brow, 

And' blames, as bold, and hazardous, the Praiſe 

Of Pleaſure, to Mankind, unprais'd, too dear! 
Ye modern Stoics / hear my ſoft Reply ; 

Their Senſes Men «vil! truſt: We can't impoſe ; 

Or, if we could, is Impoſition right ? 

' Own Honey Seweet ; but, owning, add this Sting x; 

«© When mixt with Poiſon, it is deadly too.” 

_ "Truth never was indebted to a Lye. 

Is nought but Y7r:ue to be prais'd, as Good ? 
Why then is Health preferr'd before Diſeaſe ? 
What Nature loves is Good, without ozr Leave.. 

And where no future Drawback cries, ©*© Beware ;” 

| Pleaſure, tho? not from Virtue, ſbould prevaull.” 

| - ?T'is Balm to Life, and Gratitude to Heaven ; 

3 | How cotd our Thanks for Bounties unenjoy'd ! 

| The Love of Pleaſure is Man's Eldeft- born, 

Yorn in his Cradle, living ta his Tomb; 

| FWiſadom, her younger Sifter, tho? more grave,. 

Was meant to ini/er, and not to mar,. 

Imperial Pleaſure; Queen of human Hearts. 

B Loxxxzo ! "Thou her Majeſty's renown'd,. 

'Tho! uncoift, Counſel, learned in the World ! 
Who think thyſelf a Muzzay, with Diſdain 
May'& look on me. Yet, my DemosTarxes! 

 Canft thou plead Pleafure's Cauſe as well as I? | 

 Know'ft thou her Nature, Purpoſe, Parentage ? 

' Attend my Song, and thou ſhalt know them all ;. 

' And know 'Thyfelf; and know thyſelf to be 


(Strange 


Vieror's Apology, &c. 203 


(Strange Truth!) the moſt abſtemious Man alive, 
Tell not CaL1sTA ; ſhe will laugh thee dead ; 

Or ſend thee to her Hermitage with L 
Abſurd Preſumption ! Thou, who never: now i 
A ſerious Thought! ſhalt thou dare dream of Joy ? 
No Man eer found a happy Life by Chance ; 

Or yawn'd it into Being, with a Wiſh ; 

- Or, with: the Snout of grov'ling Appetite, 

E'er ſmelt it out, and grubb'd it from the Dirt. 
An Art it is, and muſt be learnt; and learnt 
With unremitting Eort, or be loſt ; 

- And leaves us perfe& Blockheads, in our Bliſs, 
The Clouds may drop down Titles and Eſtates ; 
calth may ſeek Us ; but 7/dom mult be Sought ; 
Sought before All ; but (how unlike All elſe 

We ſeek on Earth !) tis never ſought in vain. 


Firſt, Plea/ſure's Birth, Riſe, Strength, and Grandeur, 


Brought forth by Yi/dom, nurſt by Dr/cipline, [ſee : 
By Patzence taught, by Perſeverance crown*'d, 
She rears her Head majeſtic ; round her Throne, 
EreQed in the Boſom of the Juſt, 
| Each Virtue, lifted, forms her manly Guard. 
For what are Firtues ? (Formidable Name !) 
What, but the Fountain, or Defence, . of Joy ? | 
Why, then, commanded ? Need Mankind Commands, 
At once to merit, and to make, their Bliſs ?— 
Great Legiſlator ! Scarce ſo Great, as Kind! 
If Men are rational, and love Delight, -*_ 
Thy gracious Law but flatters human Choice 
In the 'Franſgreſſion les the Penalty ; 
And they the moſt indulge, who moſt obey. 

Of Pleaſure, next, the final Cauſe explore ;. & 
Its mighty Purpoſe, its important End. ; 
Not to turn Human Brutal, but to build __ '\ 
Divine on Human, Pleaſure came from Heaven, 
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204 The ComPerLaint. Nights, 


In Aid to Rea/or was the Goddeſs {ent ; | 


To call up all its Strength by ſachia-Charm. 
Pleafure, firſt, ſfaccours YVirie; in Return, 
 Firtue gives Pleaſure an eternal Reign. 
What, but the Pleaſure of Food, Friendſhip, Faith, 


Supports Life Na#ral, Ciwl, 'and Divine ? 


_ *Tis from the Pleaſure of Repaſt, we live ; 


Tis from the Pleaſure of Applauſe, we pleaſe; 
*Tis from the Pleaſure of Belief, we pray 

(All Pray's would ceaſe, if unbeliev'd the Prize) : 
It ſerves ourſelves, our Species, . and our God ; 


And to ſerve more, 1s paſt the Sphere of Man. : 


Glide,.: then, for ever, Pleaſure's ſacred Stream !. 


Through Eder, as Euphrates ran, 'It runs, 
And folters ev'ry Growth of Happy Life ; 


Makes a new Eder: where it flows —but ſuch. 


As muft be loſt, Loxznzo ! by thy Fall. 


« What mean T by thy Fall ?*—Thow't ſhortly fee, 
While Pleafure's Nature is at large difplay'd ; 
Already ſung her Qr:gin, and Ends. 


- Thoſe glorious Ends, +by Kind, 'or by Degree, 


When Plea/ure violates, *tis then a Vice, 
And Vengeance-too ;: it haftens into Pain. 


From due Refreſhment, Life, Health, Reaſon, Foy : 


From wild Exceſs, Pain, Grief, Diftraftion, Death ; 

Heaw'n's Jaftice #4is proclaims, and zhar her Love. 

What greater-Bvil- can-I with my Foe,. 

'Than+ his full Dranght of Pleaſure,. from a Caſk: 

Unbroach*d by yuft Authority, wingaug'd: 

By Temperance, by Reaſon unrefin'd'? 

A thouſand Dzmons-lurk* within the Eee... _ 

Heay*n, Others, 'and\Qurſelves! Uninjur'd \TÞe/e;. 

Drink deep; the deeper; then,. the more Divine ;. 

Angels are Angels from Indulgence there ;. 

"Lis. unrepenting -Pleaſure- niakes-a:God.. | . 
: ; Dol 


Vim uE's Apology, &c. 205; 


Doſt think thyſelf a God from other Joys ? 
A Victim rather ! ſhortly ſure to bleed.. 
The Wrong muff mourn :. Can Heavn's. Appointments 
Can Man outwit Omnipotence ? ſtrike out —&  [fai}?r 
A Self-wrought Happineſs unmeant by Him 
Who made Us, and the World we would enjoy ? 

Who forms an Inftrument, ordains from whence - 
Its Diſſonance, or Harmony, fall riſe. 
Heav'n bid the 'Soul this mortal. Frame inſpire $: 
Bid Virtue's-Ray divine inſpire the Soul 
With unprecarious Flows of vital Joy; 

And,. without Breathing,. Man as well might wg 
For Life,. as,. without Piety,. for Peace. 

_ «. Is Virtue,. then,. and Pzety the ſame ?”—. 

No; Piety is more.; *tis Virtue's Source ;. 

Mother of ev'ry Worth, as That of Joy. 

Men of the World this Do&rine ill digeſt ; 

They ſmile at Piety.; yet boaſt aloud 

Gooa-will to Men.z nor know they ſtrive-to part: 
What Nature joins ; and. thus confute Themſelves;. 
With Pzery. begins all Good on Earth ;. 

"Tis the firſt-born- of Rationality. | 
Conſcience, her firſt Law broken, wounded "Ip Js 
Enfeebled,. Lifelefs,. Impotent to Good ;. 

A feign'd Aﬀettion bounds her-atmoſt Power.. 
Some we can't: love,, but for-th* Almighty's Sake z; 
A Foe to Gop: was ne'er true-Friend to Man :- 
Some ſiniſter Intent taints all he does ; 

And, in: his Kindeſt AQtions,, he's Unkind.. 

On Piety,. Humanity, is built ; | 
And, on Humanity, much Happineſs 3 ' ' 
And yet Kill more.on Piety-itſelf. | 
A Soul in Commerce with her God,. is Heaven ;: 
Feels not the Tumults and the Shocks of Life;  ' 
The Whuls .of Paſſions, and the Strokes of Heart. 


A Deity 
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. 206 The ComyPraintT,  Nightg, 

| A Deity believ'd, is Joy begun; what, ag 
A Deity ador'd, is. Joy advanc'd;. 

A Deity belov'd,. is Joy matur'd.. 

Each Branch of Pzety Delight inſpires ; _ 

Faith builds a Bridge from this World to the Next, 
O'er Death's dark Gulph, and all its Horror hides ;. 
Praiſe, the ſweet Exhalation of our Joy, 

That Joy exalts, and makes it ſweeter. ſtill; | 

_ Pray'r ardent opens Heav'n, lets.down a. Stream. 

* Of Glory on the conſecrated Hour «  _ | 
Of Man, in Audience with the Deity.. | 
| Who worſhips the Great God, that Inſtant joins 

'The Firſt in Heav'n, and ſets his Foot. on Hell. 

Lorenzo! when waſt Thou-at Church Before 2 
'Thou think*ſt the Service Long : But is it Juſt? 
'Tho' Juſt, Unwelcome : "Thou hadfſt rather tread 
Unhallow'd Ground ; the. Muſe,, to win. thine Ear, 
Muſt take an' Air leſs Solemn, She complies. 

Good Conſcience ! at the Sound the World retires ;, 
_ Verſe difaffeQts it, and Lorenzo ſmiles;. 
Yet has ſhe her Serag/io full of Charms ; 
And ſuch as Age ſhall Heighten,, not Impair.. 
Art thou dejefted ? Is thy Mind ofercaft ? 
p Amid her Fair Ones, thou the Faireft chuſe,. 
 . To chaſe thy Gloom. —<© Go, fix ſome weighty Truth ; 
| | & Chain down fome Paſſion ; 3 do ſome gen'rous. Good ; 
}/ 
| 
| 


ous 
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« Teach Ignorance to ſee, or Grief to ſmile ; 
« Corre& thy Fricnd; befriend thy greateſt Fee ; 
3 &« Or, with warm Heart, and Confidence divine, . 
| « Spring up, and Iay ſtrong Hold on Him who made 
Thy Gloomis ſcatter'd, ſprightly Spirits flow ; ['Thee.”-- 
| Tho? wither'd 1s thy Vine,. and Harp unftrung. 
| Dofſt call the Bowl, the Viol, and the Dance, 
Loud Mirth, mad Laughter ? Wretched Comforters !. 
Phyſicians}. more than Half of thy Diſcaſe, | 
__ Laughtery 


VinTuz's ks. &ec, 207 


Laughter, tho? never. cenſur'd yet as Sin, 

(Pardon a Thought that only /eems ſevere) 

Is half-immortal :. Is it much indulg'd ? 

By venting Spleen,, or diſſipating Thought,, 

It ſhews a. Scorner,. or it makes a Fool; | 

And ſins, as hurting Others, or Qurſelves.. 

'Tis Pride, . or Emptine/s, applies the Straw,, 
That tickles Little Minds. to Mirth effuſe ;. 

Of Grief approaching,, the portentous Sign !' 
The Houſe, of Laughter makes.a Houſe of Woe:.. 
A Man triumphant \ 15 a Moaſtrous Sight.; 

A Man djeed is a Sight as Mean.. 

What. Cauſe for Triumph, where ſuch Ills abound dF: 
What for Deje&ion, where preſides a Power, 
Who call'd us. into Being. to be Bleſt? _ 

$0 grieve,. as. conſcious,,, Grief may riſe to Joy 3 Is 
So joy, as conſcious. Joy,. to Grief may fall. 
Moſt true,. a wiſe Man-never will be ſad ; 

But neither will ſonorous, bubbling __ 

A ſhallow Stream of Happineſs. betray :. 

Too happy to be Sportive, He's Serene.. 

Yet wouldſt thou laugh (but at thy own Expence), 
| This Counſel ſtrange ſhould I preſume to pore, 
«« Retire, and read thy. Bible, ta be. Gay.” 

There Truths abound of ſoy'reign Aid to Peace ; $: 
Ah! do not prize them leſs,, becauſe.Inſpir'd, 

As Thou, and 'Thine,. are apt and proud to do.. 
If zot inſpir'd, that pregnant Page had ſtood, . 
Time's, Treaſure ! and the Wonder of the Wiſe !_ 
Thou think'ſt, perhaps, Thy Sex! alone at Stake ;: 
Alas !—Should' Men miſtake thee for: a Fool z—— 
What Man of Taſte for Genius, Wiſdom, Truth,, 
Tho? tender of thy Fame, could interpoſe ? _ 
Relieve me, Senſe, here, a&s a double Part, 

And. the true Critic is a Chriftian too... 
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208 The ComrLarnt. | Night 8; 


But T; "I thou thinkR,. are gloomy Paths to Joy,— 
Erue Joy in Sunſhine'ne*er was found at firſt; 
They, firſt,, Themſelves offend, - who preatly- pleaſe; y 
And Travel only gives us found Repoe, | 
Heav'n /ells all.Pleafure ; Effort is the Price ;. 

'The Joys of Conqueſt, are the Joys of Man ; ;. 
And Glory the vitorious Laurel ſpreads. 


| O'er Pleajure's pure, perpetual, placid Stream.. 


[There is a. Time,. when Toil muſt be preferr'd;, 
Or Joy, 'by miſ-tim'd Fondneſs, is undone. 
A Man.of Pleaſure 1s. a: Man of Pains, 
Thou wilt not. take the. Trouble to be Bleſt. 
Falſe Joys, indeed, are born from Want of.'T ages 
From 'Thought's full:Bent, . and Energy,. the Trae.;, 


And that demands a Mind in-equal Poize, 


-Remote from 'gloomy Grief,. and glaring Joy.. 


Much Joy-not only ſpeaks ſmall Happineſs, 
But Happinets that ſhortly muſt expire. 
_ Can Joy, unbottom'd in Refle&ion, ftand ? 


And, in a. Tempeſt, can Refle&ion live ? 


_ Can Joy,. like 'Thine, 'ſceure itſelf an Hour? 
.Can Joy, like 'Thine, meet Accident unſhock'd } ? 
Or ope'the Door to honeſt Poverty ? yl 


Or talk with threat'ning Death, ' and not turn” pale ?: 


In ſuch a World, 'and ſuch a Nature, Theſe - 


Are needful Funtamentals'of Delight : 
Theſe Fundamentals pive Delight: deed ;., 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ; 
Delight, onſhaken, maſculine,. divine ; 


A conſtant, 'and a-found, \but /erioxs Joy... 


Is Joy the Dayghter of Severity ? _ 
I is.:—Yet.far my Doftrine from Severe.. 


| «« Rejoice for'ever:” It becomes a Man ;, 
Exdlts,. and' ſets him nearer to'the Gods. | 
« Rejoice for ever,” Natare cries, © Rejoice « 


And” 


_ Virtve's Apology, &c, "209g 
And drinks to Man, in her neCtareous Cup, Lal 
Mixt up of Delicates for ev*ry Senſe ; 
To the great Founder of the ount Feaſt, 
Drinks Glory, Gratitude, eternal Praiſe ; 
And he that will riot p/edge her, is a Churl. 
11l firmly to ſupport, Good fully taſte, 
Is the whole Science of Felicity: _ 
Yet /haring pledge : Her Bowl is not the Beſt 
Mankind can boaſt.—** A rational Repaſt; 
« Exertion, Vigilance, a Mind in Arms, 
« A military Diſcipline of "Thought, 
« To foil Temptation in the doubtful Field ; 
« And' ever-waking Ardor for the Right ;*? 
'Tis The/e, firſt, give, then guard, a chearful Hearts 
Nought that is Right, think Little ; well aware, 
What Reaſon bids, Gop bids z 'by His Command. 
How aggrandiz'd, the Smalle& Thing we do ! 
Thus, Nothing is Infipid to the Wiſe ; 
To Thee, -Infipid All, but what 18 Mad; : 
Joys ſeaſon'd high, and taſting ſtrong of Guilt. 
« Mad! (thou reply'f, with Indignation fir'd} 
«© Of antient Sages proud to tread the Steps, 
« I follow Nature.'?— Follow Natare ſill, 
But look it be thine ow» : Is Con/cience, then, 
No Part of Nature ? Is ſhe not | Supreme ? . 


Thou Regicide ! O raiſe her from the Dead! A 


Then, follow Nature ; and reſemble Gov. | 
When, ſpite of Con/cience, Pleaſure is patell, 

Man's Nature is unnaturally pleag'd : 

And what's Unnatural, is Painful too + 

At Intervals, and muſt diſguſt ev'in Thee! 

The Fa& thou know'ſt ; but not, perhaps, the Canſe... 

Virtue's Foundations with the World's were laid ; 

Heav'n mixt her with our Make, and twiſted doe 

Her ſacred Int'reſts with the Strings of T0: 
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210 The ComyLaint. Niphty, 


_ His Better Self: And is it greater Pain, 


- Humility degrades it, Fuſtice robs, 


_ This Self, when Rival to the Former, ſcorn ; 
Defend it, feed it :—But when Virtue bids, 


Toſs it, or to the Fowls, or to the Flames... 


._ For what is Vice? Self-Love in a Miſtake : 
A poor blind Merchant buying Joys too dear. 
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Who breaks her aweful Mandate, ſhocks Himſelf, 


ul 

Our Seu] ſhould murmur, or our Duft repine ? Sel! 
And One, in their eternal War, uf bleed. Fro 
Tf One mu ſuffer, which ſhould leaſt be ſpar'd? Ot] 
'The Pains of Mind ſurpaſs the Pains of Senſe : Mc 
Aſk, then, the Gout, what Torment is in Guilt. A. 
'The Joys of Senſe to Mental Joys are mean : W: 
Senſe on the Preſent only feeds ; ,the Soul Ar 
On Paſt, and Future, forages for Joy. | 
*Tis Hers, by Retroſpe&, thro? T zme to range 3 ; A 
And forward Time's great Sequel to ſurvey... H 
Could human Courts take Vengeance on the Mind, Þ 
Axes. might ruſt, and Racks, and Gibbets, fall : Ir 
Guard, then, thy Mind, and leave the reſt to Fate, I 
Lorenzo! wilt thou never be a Man? 6 
The Man is dead, who for the Body lives, ſ: 
' Lur'd, by the Beating of his Pulſe, to liſt gl 
__ With ev'ry Luſt, that wars againſt his Peace ; F 
And ſets him quite at Variance with HiraſelF, \! 
Thyfelf, firſt, Know; then Love : A Self there is E 
Of Virtue fond, that kindles at her Charms. \ 
A Self there is, as fond of ev'ry Vice, 1 
While ev'ry Virtue wounds it to the Heart ; 1 


Bleſt Bounty beggars it, fair Truth betrays, .. 
And godlike Magnanimity deſtroys. 


When not in Competition, kindly treat, 


And why ? *Tis Love of Phaſure bids thee bleed ; 
Comply, or own. Self-Love extin&, or' blind. 


And 
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| VinrTve's Apology, &c. 211 Fl 
And Virtue, what? *Tis Self-Love in her Wits, W |! 
Quite ſkilful in the Market of Delight. _ 49 T \ j 
Self-Love's good Senſe is Love of that dread Powers bo 08 
From whom Herſelf, and all ſhe can enjoy. | 18 
Other Self-Love- is but diſguis'd Self-Hate ; Till. 
More mortal than the Malice of our Foes ; | Til. 
A Self-Hate, zow, ſcarce felt ; zhen felt full-ſore, Wl | F! 
When Being, curſt ; Extin&ion, loud-implor'd ; Þ 4 
And ev'ry 'Thing orefare's to what we are. vx 
Yet this Self-Love Loxxnzo makes his Choice 3 gate - Wl 
And, in this Choice triumphant, boaſts of Joy. Fi 
How is his Want of Happineſs betray'd, $1 
By DiſaffeQtion to the preſent Hour ! 1 
Imagination wanders far a-field : | Vo 
The Future pleaſes : Why ? the Preſent pains, 8 
« But that's a-Secret.” Yes, which all Men know & 1 
And know from Thee, diſcover'd unawares. | wo 
Thy ceaſeleſs Agitation, reſtleſs Roll Wl 
From Cheat to Cheat, impatient of a Pauſe ; WE 
What is it ?—"Tis the Cradle of the Soul, 00 
From 1n/tin# ſent, to rock her in Diſeaſe, [11'8 
Which her Phyſician, Reaſon, will-not cure, 1 
A poor Expedient! yet thy Beſt ; and while 13118 
It mitigates thy Pain, it owns it' too. i "i 
Such are Loxenzo's wretched Remedies! F118 
The Weak have Remedies ; the Wiſe have Joys "at 
Superior Wiſdom is ſuperior Bliſs, | Bl 
| And what ſure Mark diſtinguiſhes the Wiſe p- BC tes 440 
Conſiſtent Wiſdom ever wills the Same ; | Be WI 
Thy fickle Wiſh is ever on the Wing. lll 
Sick of Herſelf, is F ally? s. CharaRer ; ; Fl 
As Wiſdom's is, a modeft Self- Applauſe. | | 11K 
A Change of Evils is thy Good ſupreme ; _- ma 
Nor, but in Motion, canſt thou find thy Reft. y þi h 
Man's greateſt Strength is ſhewn in ftanding Ri1L.. _ JE 
baht a. 18 
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212 The Courrtainrt. Night, 
_ 'The firſt fare Symptom of a Mind in Health,. 


_ Home-Contemplation ker) ſupreme [Delight ; 
_ Smit wath her own Conditien ; and the more 
| Intenſe ſhe gazes, till it charms the more, 


'Then-Envy dies, 'and Love g'erflows on Al ; 


On Him who governs'Fate ; Tho? Tempeſt frowng,, 


That Opiate for. Inquietude within, TR | 
As Folly might miſtake-for Want of. Joy. 


_ © tor.a. Joy from. thy PHILANDER: $ Spring !. 


Fs Reſt of Heart, and Pleaſure felt at Home, 
Falſe Pleaſure from Abroad her Joys imports ; 
Rich from within, and Self-ſuſtain'd, the True. 
The True is fixt, and ſolid as a Rock ; 
Slipp'ry the: Falſe, and toffing, as the Wave. 
This, a wild Wanderer on Earth, like Car ;. 
T hat, \like the fabled, Self-enamour'd Boy, 


She-dreads an Interruption from without, 
No Man is happy, till he thinks, on Earth 
There breathes not a more happy than Himſelf: 


And Love-o'erflowing makes/an Angol Here, | 
Such Angels All, intitied to'repoſe 


Tho? Nature-ſhakes, how: Soft-to lean'vn-Heaven:! 
'To lean on Him, on whom Archangels lean ! 
With inward Eyes,. and -filent:as the Grave, 
'They ſtand coHeRiing ev'ry :Beam of Thought, 


_ Till their Hearts:kindle with'Divine-Delight ; 


In Iszx ax 1 's:Dream,. come from, -and;pgo to,. Heaven : 


/ 
, 
For all their: Thoughts, . like Angels, ſeen of old” 
Hence, are 7hey-ſtudious of . ſequeſtred. Scenes; | 


| While Noiſe, and Diflipation,. comfort Thee. 


Were all-Men- happy, Revellings would ceale,, 


Lorenzo! never. Man was truly Bleſt, 
But it compos'd, and-gave him:ſuch.a Caſt, 


A Caſt, unlike the Triumph of the Prond ;. 
A. modeſt. AſpeR, and a Smile at Heart, 


A: Spring. 


V1 RTUE'S Heb, &c. | oy 3 


A corling perennial, riſing in the Breaft, | 

And Permanent, as Pure ! no turbid. Stream 

Of rapt'rous Exultation, ſwelling high; 

Which, like Land-floods, impetuous pour awhile, 

Then fink at once, and leave us in the Mire, 

What does the Man, who tranſient” Joy prefers ? 

What, but prefer the Bubbles to the Stream ? 
Vain are all ſudden-Sallies of Delight ; 

Convulfions of a weak diftemper'd Joy. 

Joy's a hx'd State 3; a Tenure, not a Start. 

Bliſs there 1s none, but wprecarious Bliſs : 

That is the Gem : Sell All, and purchaſe That, 

Why go a begging. to Contingencies, 

Not gain'd with Eaſe, nor ſafely lov'd, if gain'd 

At Good Fortuitous, draw back, and pauſe ; "I 

Suſpe& it z what thou canft enſure, enjoy ; 

And nought bur what thou giv'ſt thyſelf, 1s Sure, 

Reaſon perpetuates Joy that Reaſon gives, 

And makes it as Immortal as herſelf: 

To Mortals, nought Immortal, but their Worth. 
Worth, conſcions Worth ! ſhould ab/olutety reign ; 

And other Joys aſk Leave for thezr Approach ; 

Nor, unexamin'd, ever Leave obtain. 

Thou art all Anarchy ; a Mob of Joys 

Wage War, and peniſh in inteſtine Broils ; | 

Not the leaſt Promiſe of internal Peace! 

No Boſom-Comfort ! or unborrow*'d Bliſs ! 

Thy Thoughts are Vagabonds : All Outward-bound, 


Mid Sands, and Rocks, and Storms, to cruiſe for Pleaſure 
If gain'd, dear-bought ; and better miſs'd than gain'd, 


Much Pain muſt expiate, what much Pain PREY. 
Fancy, and Senſe, from an infected: Shore, => 
Thy Cargo bring; and Peftilence the Prize, 
Then, Such thy TROP (ROWS Thirf! 
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$0 tell his Holineſs, and be Reveng'd, 


214 The CoMPLannT. Night, 


By fond Indulgence but inflam'd the more !) 

Fancy ſtill cruiſes, when poor Sen/e is tir'd. 
Imagination is the: Paphiar Shop, | 

Where feeble Happineſs, like Vu.can, Lame, 


Bids foul 7deas, in their dark Receſs, 


And hot.as Hell (which kindled the black Fires), 
With wanton Art, thoſe fatal Arrows form, _. 


_ Which murder all thy Time, Health, Wealth, and Fame, 


Wouldſt thou receive them, Other Thoughts there are, \ 
On Angel-Wing, deſcending from Above, | 
Which Theſe, with Art divine, would counterwork, 
And form Celeſtial Armour for thy Peace. 

In This is ſeen Imagination's Guilt ; 
But who can count her Fo/lies * She betrays thee, 


To think in Grandeur there is ſomething Great, 
For Works of curious Art, and antient Fame, 


Thy Genius hungers, elegantly pain'd ; 


And foreign Climes muſt cater for thy Taſte. 
_ Hence, What Diſaſter !—'Tho' the Price was paid, 


That perſecuting Prieſt, the Turk of Rome, 
Whoſe Foot (ye Gods !), tho” cloven, muſt be kiſs'd, 
Detain'd thy Dinner on-the Latian Shore ; 


- (Such is the Fate of honeft Proteſtants !) 
And poor Magnificence 18 ſtarv'd to Death, 


Hence juſt Reſentment, Indignation, Ire !— 


Be pacify'd ; if ox:avard Things are Great, 


"Tis Magnanimity Great 'Things to ſcorn ; 


| Pompous Expences, and Parades auguſt, 
' And Courts ; that infalubrious Soil to Peace. ; 
True Happineſs ne'er enter'd at an Eye ; 


True Happineſs reſides in Things. Pens 
No Smiles of Fortune ever bleſt the Bad, 


| Nor can her Frowns rob Innocence of Joys 3 "of 


That Jewel wanting, Triple Crowns are poor : 


Pleaſurt, 


- 


 V1mrrve's Apology, &c. 215 
Plaſure, we both agree, is Man's chief Good ; | 
Our only Conteſt, What deſerves the Name. 
Give Pleaſure's Name to nought, but what has paſe'd. 
Th! authentic Seal of Reaſon (which, like Yorke, 
Demurs on what it paſſes), and defies 
The Tooth of Time ; when paſt, a Pleaſure gil; 
Dearer on 'T'r1:al, Lovelier for its Ape, | 

And doubly to be priz'd, as it promotes 
Our Future, while it forms our Preſent, Joy. 
Some Joys the Future overcaſt ; and ſome 
Throw all their Beams that Way, and gild the Tomb. 
Some Joys endear Eternity ; ſome give 
Abhorr'd Annihilation dreadful Charms, 
Are rival Joys contending for thy Choice ? 
Conſult thy avhole Exiffence, and be ſafe ; 
That Oracle wall put all Doubt to Flight. 
Short is the Leſſon, tho” my LeQure long, 
3: Good——and let Heav'n anſwer for the reft. 

Yet, with a Sigh o'er all Mankind, I grant 
In this our Day of Proof, our Land of Hope, 
The Good Man has his Clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that ob/cure his ſublunary Day, 
but never conguer : Ev'n the Be/# muſt own, 
Patience, and Re/ignation, are the Pillars 
Of human Peace on Earth. . The Pillars, - Theſe : 
But thoſe.of SeTH not more remote from Thee, 
Till :bis Heroic Leſſon thou haſt learnt ; 
To frown at Pleaſure, and to ſmile in Pain. 
Fird at the Proſpe& of unclouded Bliſs, 
Heav'n in Reverſion, like the Sun, as yet - 
Beneath th* Horizon, chears us in. this World ; 
It ſheds, on Souls ſuſceptible of Light, 
The glorious Dawn of our. Eternal Day. X 

** This (fays:-Loxenzo) is a fair Harangue: - 

© But Can Hareogues blow back ſtrong Natures Stream ; 
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| << Or ſtem the Tide Heav'n puſhes thro? our Veins, 


'* Above, Lorenzo faw the Man of Earth, 
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_ "To balance that, ito comfort, and exalt, 

Who lives as Such : whoſe Heart, full-bent on Heaven, 
_ Leans all chat Way, his Bias to the Stars. 
'The Warld's dark Shades, in Contraſt ſet, ſhall raiſe | 


Obſerve his aweful Portrait, and admire ; | 
- Nor ſtop at Wonder ; Imitate, and live. 


Above the Fogs of Sen/e, and Paſſion's Storm; | 
All the black Cares, and Tumults, of This Life, 


\ Excite his Pity, not impair his Peace. 
Earth's genuine Sons, the Sceptred, and the Shave, 


" His full Reverſe in All! What higher Praiſe ? 
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«© Which ſweeps away Man's impotent Refolves, 

* And lays his Labour level with the World?” 
Themſelves Men make their Comment on Mankind; 

And think nought is, but what they find at Home: 

Thus, Weakneſs to Chimera turns the Truth. 

Nothing romantic has the Muſe preſcrib'd. 


'The Mortal Man:; and wretched was the Sight. 


Now ſee 'the Man Immortal : Him, I mean, 


#is Luſtre more ; tho! bright, without a Foil ; 


Some Angel guide my Pencil, while I draw, 
What nothing leſs than Angel can exceed, 
A Man on Earth devoted to the. Skies ; 
Like Ships in Seas, while , above the World. 
With Aſpe&t mild, and elevated Eye, 
Behold him ſeated on a Mount ſerene, 


Like harmleſs Thunders, breaking at his Feet, 


A mingled Mob! a wand'ring Herd ! he ſees, 
Bewilder'd in the Vale ; in All unlike! 


What ſtronger Demonſtration of the Right? * 

The Preſent all Their Care ; the Future, His. 
When Public Welfare calls, or Private Want, 
* Is a former Night, = SE 
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The give to Fame ; His Bounty He conceals. 

Their Virtues varniſh Nature; Hzrs exalt. 

Mankind's Eſteem They court 5 and He, his Own, 

Theirs, the wild Chace of fa//e Felicities ; 

His, the compos'd Poſſeſſion of the 2rue, 

Alike throughout 15 H:s conſiſtent Peace, 

All of one Colour, and an even 'Thread ; 

While party-colour'd Shreds of Happineſs, ; | 

With hideous Gaps between, patch up for -Them 

A Madman's Robe ; each Puff of Fortune blows. 

The Tatters by, and ſhews their Nakedneſs. _ 
He ſees with other Eyes than T heirs : "Where They 

Behold a Sur, He ſpies a Deity ; 

What makes Them only Smile, makes Him Adore, 

Where They ſee Mountains, He but Atoms ſees ; 

An Empire, in His Balance, weighs a Grain. 

They Things Terreſtrial worſhip, as Divine ; 

His Hopes Immortal blow them by, as Duſt, 

That dims his Sight, and ſhortens his Survey, 

Which longs, in Infinite, to loſe all Bound. i 

Titles and Honours (if they prove his F ate) 

He lays afide to find his Dignity ; EE 

No Dignity T; ey find in aught beſides. 

They triumph in Externals (which conceal 

Man's real Glory), proud of an Eclipſe. 

Himſelf too much He prizes to be Proud, 

And nothing thinks fo great in Man, as Man. 

Too dear He holds his Int'reſt, to negle& 

Another's Welfare, or his Right invade ; 

Their Int'reſt, like a Lion, lives on Prey. 

They kindle at the Shadow of a Wrong ; 

Wrong He ſuſtains with Temper, looks on Heaven, 

Nor ftoops to think his Injurer his Foe ; - 


A cover'd Heart Their CharaQeer defends ; 
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Nought, but what wounds his Virtue, wounds his Peace. 
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| Undaunted Breaſt—And whoſe is that high Praiſe ? 


_- He ſhares mn that Omnipotence he truſts, 


© And when he falls, writes VI CI on his Shield. 


218 The COMPLAINT. ' Nights, 
A cover'd Heart denies Him half his Praiſe, 
With Nakedneſs His Innocence agrees; 
While Their broad Foliage teſtifies their Fall. 
7 heir No-Joys end, where His full Feaſt begins; 
His Joys create, Theirs murder, future Bliſs. 
To triumph in Exiſtence, His alone; 
| And His alone, triumphantly to think 
His zrue Exiſtence is not yet begun. 
_ His glorious Courſe was, Yeſterday, complete; ; 
Death, then, was welcome ; yet Life till is Sweet. 
But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm, 
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: They yield to Pleaſure, tho? they Danger brave, 
And ſhew no F ortitude, but in the Field ; | 
If there they ſhew it, *tis for Glory thewn ; $f 
Nor will that Cordial always Man Their Hearts. 
A Cordial His ſuſtains, that cannot fail; 
By Pleaſure unſubdu'd, unbroke by Pain, 


All-bearing, All-attempting, till-he falls ; - 


From Magnanimity, all Fear above ; 
From nobler Recompence, above Applauſe ; 
Which owes to Man's fort Out-look all its Charms, 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 
LoRENZo cries, —** Where ſhines this Miracle ? 
«« From what Root riſes this Immortal Man ?” £ 
A Root that grews not in Loxznzo's Ground ; 
"The Root diflet, nor wonder at the Flower. 
- He follows Nature (not like * Thee) ; and ſhews us 
An uninverted Syſtem of a Man, NN 
His Appetite wears Reaſor's golden. Chain, ; 
And finds, in due Reſtraint, its Luxury, 1 
His Paſſion, like an Eagle well-reclaim'd, 
2 * See Page 209. Line 23, | 
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1s taught to fly at nought, but Infinite, 

Patient his Zope, un-anx1ovs 1s his Care, 

His Caution fearleſs, and his Grief (if Grief 

The Gods 'grdain) a Stranger to Deſpair. 

And why ?—Becauſe AﬀeQtion, more than meet, 

His Wiſdom leaves not diſengag'd from Heaven, 

Thoſe ſecondary Goods that ſmile on Earth, | 

He, loving 1n Preportion, loves in Peace, 

They moſt the World enjoy, who leaſt admire. 

His Underftanding *ſcapes the common Cloud 

Of Fumes, ariſing from a boiling Breaſt. 

His Head 1s clear, becaufe his Heart 1s cool, 

By worldly Competitions uninflam'd.. 

The mod'rate Movements of his Soul admit 

Difſtin& Ideas, and matur'd'! Debate, 

An Eye impartial, and an even Scale ; 

Whence Judgment ſound, and-unrepenting Choices 

"Thus, in a double*Senſe, the Good are wile ; 

On its own Dunghill, wiſer than the World. 

What, then, the World ? It »f be doubly weak ;- 

Strange Truth ! as ſoon would they believe their Creea, 
Yet thus it is ; nor otherwiſe car be ; 

So far from aught Romantic, what I fing. 

Bliſs has no Being, Virtue has no Strength, 

But from the Proſpe& of Immortal Life. 

Who thinks Earth all, 6r (what weighs juſt the ſame) 


Fond of its Fancies ; proud of its Parades. 

Who thinks Earth nothing ; car”: its Charms admire ; ; 
He can't a Foe 3 tho? moſt malignant, hate, 

Becauſe that Hate would prove his greater Foe, 

"Tis hard for Them (yet who fo loudly boaft 
 Good-will to Men ?) to love their deareſt Friend ; 

For may not he invade their Good Supreme, 

Where the leaſt Jealouſy turns Love to Gall ? 
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All ſhines to Them, that for a Seaſon ſhines, 


Each AR, each Thought, He: queſtions, ©© Whatits Weight, 
*« Its Colour what, a Thouſand Ages hence *”?—. 
And what it 7here appears, he deems it now 
Hence, pure are the Receſfles of his Soul. 
'The God-like Man has nothing to conceal. 
His Virtue, conſtitutionally deep, _ 
-Has Habit's Firmneſs, and Afedion's F lame ; 
Angels, ally'd, deſcend to feed the Fire ; | 
And Death, which Others lays, makes hin a God, 
And now, Lozxrnzo ! Bigot of this World ! 
Wont to diſdain poor Bigots caught by Heaven ! 
Stand by thy Scorn, and be reduc'd to Nowght : 
For what art 'Thou?—— Thou Boaſter | White hy Glare, 
Thy gaudy: Grandeur, and mere worldly Worth, | 
Like a broad Mitt, at Diſtance ftrikes us moſt ; 
And, like a Miſt, is Nothing when at Hand ; 
His Merit, like a Mountain, on Approach, 
Swells more, and riſes nearer to the Skies, 
By Promiſe, now, and, by Poſſeſſion, ſoon, 
(Too oor, too much, it cannot be) his Own, 
From this thy juſt Annihilation riſe, 
Loxenzo! riſe to Something, by Reply. 
The World, thy Client, liſtens, and expeRs 
And longs to crown thee with immortal Praiſe, 
Canſt thou be filent? No ; for 7/7 1s Thine ; 
And Wit talks mf, when aft ſhe has to ſay, 
And Reaſon interrupts not her Career. 
She'll ſay —— T hat Mifts above the Mountain riſe ; ; 
> And, with a-thouſand Pleaſantries, amuſe ; 
She'll ſparkle, puzzle, flutter, raiſe a Duſt, 
And fly ConviQton, in the Duſt ſhe rais'd. 
Wit, how delicious to Man's dainty Taſte ! 
"Tis precious, as the Vehicle of Sen/e ; 
- But, as its Subſtitute, a dire Diſcaſe. 
| I 2 o | Pernicious 
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Pernicious Talent ! Flatter'd by the World, | 
By the blind World, which thinks the 'Falent rare, 
Wiſdom is rare, Lorenzo! Wit abounds ; . 

Paſſion can give it 3 ſometimes Fre inſpires it 

The lucky Flaſh ; and Madne/s rarely fails. 

Whatever Cauſe the Spirit ſtrongly ſtirs, 

Confers the Bays, and rivals thy Renown. 
_ For thy Renown, 'twere well, was 'Fhis the worſt ; 
Chance often hits it, and, to pique thee more, 

See Dulneſs, blund*ring on Vivacaties, 

Shakes her Sage Head at the Calamity, 

Which has expos'd, and let her dawn to Thee. 

But Ji/dom, aweful Wiſdom ! which inſpe&s, 
Diſcerns, compares, weighs, ſeparates, infers, 

Seizes the Right, and holds it to the laſt; 

How rare ! In Senates, Synods, ſought in vain q 

Or if zhere found, *tis facred to the Fea ; 

While a lewd Proſtitute to Multitudes, 

Frequent, as Fatal, J/# : In Civil-Life, 

Wit makes an Enterpriſer ; Ser/e, a Man. 

IV it hates Authority ; Commotion loves, 

And thinks herſelf the Lightning of the Storm. 
In Szares, *tis dangerous ; in Religion, Death: ._ 
Shall Y/:# turn Chriſtian, when the Dull beliexe ? 
Senſe 18 our Helmet, Wit is but the Plume ; 

The Plume expoſes, tis our Helmet ſaves. , . 
Seaſe is the Di'mond, weighty, ſolid, ſound ;_ 
When cut by Wt, it caſts-a brighter. Beam; 
Yet, Wit apart, it is a DYmond ftill.,, . . 
Wit, widow'd of Good Senſe, 1 worſe hoy Nought ; gi? 
It hoiſts more Sail to run againſt a Rock. | 
Thus, a Half-CHgsTERFIELD is quite a Fool ; 2 5k 
Whom &4ll Fools ſcorn, and: bleſs their Want of Wit, 

How ruinous the Rock I warn thee buns” | 
Where Sirens fs to ſing thee to thy Fate! 
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A Toy, in which our Rea/ox bears no Part, 

Is but a Sorrow tickling, ere it ftings. | 
Let not the Cocings of the Werld allure thee; 
Which of her Lovers ever found her True ? 
Happy ! of this bad World who little know !— 
nd yet, we much muſt know her, to be Sf. 

To 4zow the World, not he her, is thy Point ; 
She gives but Little, nor that Little, long. 
There 1s, I grant, a Triumph of the Pulſe ; 

A Dance of Spirits, a mere Froth of Joy, 
Our theughtl:/5 Aegitation's idle Child, 

"That mantles high, that ſparkles, and expires, 

Leaving the Soul more vapid than before. 

An animal Ovation ! ſach as holds 

No Commerce with our Rea/en, but ſubfiſts | 
On Juices, thro* the well-ton'd Tubes, well-ftrain' d; 

A nice Machine ! ſcarce ever tun'd aright ; 
And when it jars— thy S:rexs ſing no more; 

'Thy Dance 1s done.; the Demi-god is thrown 
(Short Apotheoſis !) beneath the Mar, 

[n cowarl Gloom immers'd, or fell Deſpair. 

| Art thou yet Dull enough Deſpair to dread, 
And.ſtartle at DeſftruQtion ? If thou art, 

Accept a Buckler, take it to the Field ; 

(A Field of Battle 1s this mertal Life 1). 

When Danger threatens, lay it on thy Heart; 
A ſingle Sentence Proof againſt the World. 

«© Soul, Body, Fortune ! Ev'ry Good pertains 

| _ « 'T9o One of theſe; but prize not All alike ; 

4 'The Goods of Fortune to thy Body's Health, 

, &, Body to Soul, and Soul ſubmit to God.” _ 

Weuldſt thou build laſting Happineſs ? Do This ; 

TW inverted Pyramid can never ſtand. - 

Rs this Truth doubtful? It outſhines the Bad's , 

| Nay, the Sun ſhines not, bus to ſhew us This, 


The 
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The ſingle Leſſon of Mankind on Earth. 

And yet—Yet, What ? No News! Mankind is mad ; 
Such mighty Numbers liſt againſt the Right, 

(And what can't Numbers, when bewitch'd, atchieve !} 
They talk themſelves to Something like Belief, 

'That all Earth's Joys are Theirs : As A#hens*' Fool 
Grinn'd from the Port, on ev'ry Sail his Own. | 


They grin ; butwherefore? And how long the Laugh ? . 


Half Ignorance, their Mirth ; and Half, a Lye; 
To cheat the World, and cheat Themſelves, they ſmile. 
Hard either Taſk ! The moſt Abandon'd own, 
"That Others, if Abandon'd, are undone : 
'Then, for Themſelves, the Moment Reaſon wakes, 
| {And Providence-denizs it long Repoſe) 
O how. laborious is their Gatety! _ | 
They ſcarce can ſwallow their ebullient Spleen, 
Scarce muſter Patience to ſupport the Farce, 
And pump fad Laughter, till the Curtain falls. 
Scarce, did I ſay? Some canaot fit it out ; 
Oft their own daring Hands the Curtain draw, 
And ſhew us what their Joy, by their Deſpair. 
/The clotted Hair ! gor'd Breaſt ! NATE wyoy 
Its impious Fury. Rill alive in Death !— _ 
Shut, ſhut the ſhocking Scene.—But Heav'n denies 
A Cover to ſuch Guilt ; and ſo ſhould Man. 
Look round, Lorenzo! ſee the reeking Blade, 
Th' invenom'd Phial, and the fatal Ball ; 
_ The ſtrangling Cord, and ſuffecating Stream ; 
The loathſome Rottenneſs, and foul Decays 
From raging Riot (flower Suicides !) ; 
And Pride in theſe, more execrable ftill !— 
How horrid All to Thought !—But Horrors, theſe, 
That vouch the 'Truth ; and aid my feeble Song. 
From Vice, Senſe, Fancy, no Man can be bleſt : 
Bl 3 1s too great, to lodge within an Hour ; 
| L 4 When 
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With Thrones ethereal, and their Greater far : 
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* - When an Immortal Being aims at Bliſs, 
Duration is effential to. the Name. —_ 

. O for a Joy from Reaſon { Joy from That, 

Which makes Man Mar ; and, exercis'd aright, 
Will make him more : A Bounteous Joy | that gives, 
And promiſes ;. that weaves, with Art divine, 

'The richeſt Proſpe® into preſent Peace : | 

A Joy Ambitious ! Joy in common held 


A Joy high-privileg'd from Chance, 'Time, Death ! 
A Joy, which Death ſhall double ! Judgment crown! 
Crown'd higher, and till higher, at each Stage, 

_ Thro?, bleſt Eternity's long Day ; yet ſtill, - 
| Not more remote from! Sorrow, than from Him, - 
Whoſe laviſh Hand, whoſe Love ANyrSaonG, pours 
So much of Deity on guilty Duſt. £4 
There, O my Lucia! may 1 meet thee Than. 
Where not 'T'hy Preſence can improve my Bliſs! | 
Aﬀetts not This the Sages of the World? _ 
 Can-nought afe# them, but what Fools them too 2 
_ Eternity, depending on an Hour, _ 
Makes /erious Thought Man's Wiſdom, Joy, and Praiſe. 
Nor need you bluſh (though ſometimes your Deſigns 
May ſhun the Light) at your Deſigns on Heaven : 
Sole Point ! ,where'over-6a/4ful is your Blame. 
| Are you not, iſe ?— You. know you are : | Yet hear 


One Truth, amid your num'rous 5cKemes, mulaid, 
Or overlook'd,. or thrown aſide,. if Seen; - + 


« Our Schemes to plan by. This World, . or the Next, 
ec Is the ſole Difference, between Wiſe, and Fool.” 
All worthy Men will weigh you in this Scale ; __ 
What Wonder, then, 1f T7 hey pronounce-you /ight 2. 

Is ebeer, .Efteem- alone not worth! your, Care 2 
Accept my ſimple Scheme of Common. Senſe > 1 
Thus, ſave your Fame, and'\make T*uoWorlds your Own. 
| 3 er! | 5 The 
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The World replies not ;—but the World per/iftr; 
And puts the Cav/+ off to the longeſt Day, pts 
Planning Evaſions for the Day of Doom. 
So far, at that Re-hearing, from Redreſs, 
They then turn Y/7tne/es againſt Themſelves. 
| Hear That, Loxenzo ! Nor be wiſe To-morrow. 
Haſte, Haſte! A Man, by Nature, is in Haſte ; 
For who ſhall anſwer for another Hour ? 
'Tis highly prudent, to make Ore ſure Friend ; 
And That thou canſt not do, this Side the Skiss. 
| Ye Sons of Earth !' (nor ww//;zg to be more !) 
Since Yer/e you think from. Prieftcraſt ſomewhat free, 
Thus, in an Age ſo gay, the Muſe plain Truths 
(Truths, whach, at Church, you m7ght have heard in Proſe) 
Has ventur'd into Light ; well-pleas'd the Verſe 
Should be forgot, if you the Truths retain ; 
And crown her with your Welfare, wot your Praiſe. 
But Praiſe ſhe need not fear: I ſee my Fate ; 
And headlong leap, like CuxTrus, down the Gutph. 
Since many an ample Yolume, mighty Tome, 
Muſt die ; and die Unwept 3 O Thou minute, 
Devoted Page ! go forth among thy Foes ; 
Go, nobly proud of Martyrdom for Truth, 
And die a double Death : Mankind, incens'd, 
Denies thee long to live : Nor ſhalt thou reſt, 
When thou art dead; in S/y2ian Shades arraign 7 
By Lucires, as Traitor to his 'Throne ; 
And bold Blaſphemer of his Friend, —Taz Word; 
'The WorLD, whoſe Legions coſt him ſlender Days Wn 
And Yelunteers, around his Banner ſwarm ; 
Prudent, as PRUss1A, in her Zeal for Gaur, | 

« Are all, then, Fools ?*' Loxtnzo cries. —Yes, All, 
But ſuch as hold 74is DoArine (new to 'Thee) ; 
© 'The Mother of true Wiſdom is the 7/71 ;** 


The noble Intelle&, a Fool without 1t.. 
LsS 


226 The Comyrarnt, | Nights, 
World-Wi/dom much has done, and more may do, - 

In Arts and Sciences, in Wars, and Peace; | 
But Art and Science, like thy Wealth, will leave thee, 
And make thee twice a Beggar at thy Death. 

This 1s the oft Indulgence can afford ;= 

« Thy Wiſdon: All can do, but— make thee Wiſe.* 

Nor think this Cenſure is ſevere on Thee ; 

Satan, thy Maſter, I dare call a Dunce. 
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CONSOLATION. 


' Containing, among other Things , 
LA Moral Survey of the Nefurnal Heavens. 
I. A Night-Anvazss to the DEITY. 
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"Hombly Infcribed to his Crack 


The Dots” of NEWCASTLE, 


| One of His. Majeſty's Beigaigat Secretaries of State. 


Ly 


= Fatis Contraria Fata rependens. VIRG. 


S when a Traveller, a'long Day paſt 
' In paigful Search of what he cannot find, 
At Night's Approach, content with the next Cot, 
There ruminates, awhile, his Labour lot ; 
Then chears his Heart with what his Fate affords, 
And chants his Sonnet. to deceive the Time, 
THI the due Seaſon calls him to Repoſe :. 
Thus I, long-travelPd in the Ways of Men, * 
. And dancing, with the reſt, the giddy Maze, 
Where Di/appeintment ſmiles. at: Hope's Career ; 
Warn'd by the Languor of Life's Evening Ray, 
At length have hous'd me in an humble Shed ; 
"mw future Wand'ring baniſt'd from.my T "bought, 
t + 6- And | 
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- And waiting, patient, the ſveet Hour of Reſt ; 
T chaſe the Moments fvith a ſerious Song. 


Song ſooths our Pains ; and Age has Pains-to'ſooth.. 


— Which hovers:o'er-me,- quench th* ethereal Fire ; 
One Labour more indulge | 'Then fleep, my Strain! 
- Where Night, Death, Age, Care, Crime, and Sorrow, 


Tho?” far, far higher ſet, -in Aim, I truſt, 


| Like thoſe Above ; exploding other Joys 7 
And tell me, haſt thou Cauſe to triumph Kill ? 
_ I think, thou wilt forbear a Boaſt ſo bold. 
| Loxxxzo's Smile, than my Compaſſion for him. 


In Mind are. covetous of more Diſeaſe ; "UE. 
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When Age, Care, Crime, and F riends embrac'd at 

Heart, 
Torn from my bleeding Breaſt, and Deaths dark Shade, 
Canſt thou, O Nzzhz / indulge One Labour more ? 
Till, haply, wak'd by RayHaeL's golden Lyre, 


To. bear a Part in everlaſting Lays;  [ceaſe; 


Sym phonious to this humble Prelude here. 
Has not the Muſe afferted Pleaſures pure, 


Weigh what was urg'd, Loxenzo ! Fairly weigh z 
But if, beneath the Favour of Miſtake, 
Thy Smile*s lincere;, not more fincere can be- 


The Sick in Bedy call for Aid ; the Sick. 


And when. at vor/, they dream en _— quite 4vel/, 
To kzow ourſelves diſeas'd, is Half aur Cure, 
When Nature's Bluſh by Cufom is wip'd off, 

And Conſcience, deaden'd by repeated. Suwkess” 


_ Has into Mamers naturaliz'd our Crimes; - 


The Curſe of. Curſes 1s,; our Curſe to love ; - 


To triumph. 1 in.the Blackneſs of our Guile. - LIT 


(As Ingrans glory in; the deepeſt Jet) ; 


And throw afide our Sexfes. with our "—_ 


But, grant,no Guilt, no Shame, / no leaſt- tithe + . 


Grant Joy and Glory, quite unſully'd, ſhone ; 


P4 MY | Yet, 
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Yet, ill, it ill deſerves Loxenzo's Heart. 

No Foy, no Glory, glitters in thy Sight, 

But, thro* the thin Partition: of an Hour, 

I ſee its Sables wove by De/tiny ; | 

And that in Sorrow bury'd ; zhis, in Shame ; 
While howling Farizs ring the doleful Knell ; 
And Conſcience, now ſo ſoft thou ſcarce canft hear- 
Her Whiſper, echoes her eternal Peal. 

Where, the prime Actors of the laff Near's Scene ;- 
Their Port ſo proud, their Buſkin, and their Plume * 
How many: /eep, who kept the World awake 
With Luſtre, and with Noiſe ! Has Death prochim'd: 
A Trace, and hung his fated Lance on high ? 

"Tis brandiſh'd fill ; nor ſhall the preſent 1 Yr ear 
Be more tenacious of her human Leaf, | 

Or ſpread: of feeble-Life a. thinner Fall. 
But needleſs Monuments to wake the Thought z; 
Life's gayeft Scenes ſpeak Man's Mortality ; 
Tho? in a ſtyle more-florid, full as plain,. 

As Maufoleunms, Pyramids, and Tombs. 

What are eur nobleſt Ornaments,. but: Deaths 
Turn'd Flatterers of Life, in Paint, or Marble, 
The well-ſtain'd Canvas, or the featur'd Stone ?. 
Our Fathers grace, or rather kaunt, the Scene.. 
oy peoples her Pavilion from the Dead.. 

« Profeſt Diverfions !' cannot Theſe eſcape A .. 
Far from it : Theſe preſent us with a Shroud ; 
And talk of Death, like Garlands o'er a %Y 
A3-fome boK Plunderers, for bury'd Wealth, 

We ranſack 'Fombs for Paſtime ; from the Duſt” 
Call up the ſleeping Hero; ' bid him tread' 

The Scene for our. Anita 3 How like Gods: 
We fit; and, wrapt in Immortality, 

Shed gerfrous Tears on Wretches born to die ;- 
Their Fate deploring, to forget our Own / 


What,. 


-z 
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What, all the Pomps and Triumphs of our Lives, 
| But Legacies in Bloſſom ? Our. lean Soul, 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in Vanities, 
From Friends interr'd beneath ; a rich Manure! 
Like other Worms, we.banquet on the Dead; | 
Like other Worms, ſhall we crawl on, nor know 
- Our preſent Frailties, or approaching Fate ? 
LoREnzo! ſuch the Glories of the World! 
What is the World itſelf ? Thy World ?—A Grave, 
Where is the Duſt that has not been alive ? 
The Spade, the Plough,. diſturb our Anceſtors; 
From human Mould we reap our daily Bread. 
The Globe around Earth's hollow Surface Rakes. 
| And is the Cieling of her ſleeping Sons. 
O'er Devaſtation we blind Revels keep ; 
Whole bury'd Towns ſupport the Dancer's Hect, 
The Meoi/t of human. Frame the Sun exhales ; _ 
Winds ſcatter, thro* the mighty Void, the Dry ; 
- Earth repoſſeſſes Part of what ſhe gave, 


— 


| And the freed Spirit mounts on Wings of. Fire.; 


Each Element partakes our ſcatter'd Spoils; 
As, Nature, wide, our Ruins ſpread ; Man's Death 
Inhabits all Things, but the 'Thought of Man. 

' Nor Man alone ; his breathing Buſt expires, 
_ His Tomb 1s mortal ;. Empires die:. Where, .now,. 
The Roman? Greer ? They ſtalk, an empty. Name ! 
Yet few regard them in this uſeful. Light; _ 
'Tho' half our Learning 1s zheir Epitaph, 


| When down thy Vale, unlock'd by Midaight.T hought, 


'That loves to-wander in thy Sunleſs Realms, 

' © Death! I ſtretch my. View ;. what. Viſions riſe! 

What Triumphs!. Toils- imperial! Arts divine !.. 

' In wither'd Laurels glide. before my Sight! _ 
. What Lengths of far-fam'd Ages, billow'd high. 
With human. Agitation,. roll along 
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In anfubſtantial Images of Air! © 
The melancholy Ghoſts of dead Renown, | 
Whiſp'ring faint Echoes of the World's Applauſe : 
With penitential AſpeQ, as they pals, | 
All point at Earth, and hiſs at human Pride, 
The Wiſdom of the FYi/e, and Prancings of the Great. 
But, O Loxtnzo ! far the reſt above, 
Of ghaſtly Nature, and enormous S1ze, 
One Form aſſaults my Sight, and: chills my Blood, 
And ſhakes my Frame. Of One departed World 
| ſee the mighty Shadow : oozy Wreath 
And diſmal Sea-weed crown her ; o'er her Urn: 
Reclin'd, ſhe weeps her deſolated Realms, 
And bloated Sons ; and, weeping, propheſies. 
Jrother's Diſſolution, ſoon, in Flames. | 
But, like CassanDRA, propheſies in vain z 
In vain, to Many ; not, FE truſt, to Thee. | 
For, know'ſt thou not, or art thou /ath to know, 
The great Decree, the. Counſel of the Skies ? 
Deluge and Conflagratign, dreadful Powers ! 
Prime Miniſters of Vengeance ! Chain'd in Caves, - 
Diſtint, apart the Giant Furies roar ; 
Apart z or, ſuch their horrid Rage for Ruin, 
In mutual Conflict would they riſe,. and wage: 
Eternal War,. til Qne was quite devour'd, 
But not for This, ordain'd their: boundleſs Rage :. . 
When Heav'n's inferior Inſtruments of Wrath,, 
War, Famine, Peſtilence, are found too. weak 
To ſcourge a. World for her enormous Crimes, 
Theſe are let looſe, alternate :: Down they ruſh,, 
dwitt and Tempeſtuous,, from th' eternal Throne, 
With irreſiſtible Commiſſion arm'd,. | 
The World, in. vain corre&ed, to RED 
and eaſe Crongion, of the ſhocking Scene, 
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Seeſt thou, Loxexzo! what depends oz: Man ? 
'The Fate of Nature; as for Man, her Birth. 
Earth's A@tors change Earth's tranſitory Scenes, 
And make Creation groan with human Guilt. 

_ How muft it groan, ina new Deluge whelm'd,. 

But not of Waters! At-the deftin'd Hour, 
By the loud 'Trumpet ſummon'd to the Charge, 
| See, all the formidable Sons of Fire, | 

| Eruptions; Earthquakes, Comets, Lightnings, play 
Their various Engines ; All at once diſgorge- 

'T heir blazing Magazines ; and take, by Storm,. 
'This poor terreſtrial Citadel of Man, 

Amazing Period ! when: each Mountain-Height 
 Out-burns Fe/awius; Rocks eternal pour © 
Their melted Maſs, as Rivers once they pour'd ; 
Stars ruſh ; and final Rain fiercely drives 
Her Plougſhare o'er Creation !—While aloft,, 
More than Aſtoniſhment ! if more car. be!!. 
| Far other Firmament. than: e'er was ſeen, ' 

Than e'er was thought by Man !. Far other Star: !' 
| Stars animate, that govern theſe of Fire; 

Far other Sun /—A Sun, O how unlike 

'The Babe at Berble'm ! How unlike the Man 
That groan'd an- Cakvary /——Yet He-it-is'5 

- * That-Man of Sorrows! O how chang'd ! What Pomp! 
In Grandeur terrible, All Heav'n deſcends ! | 
And Gods, ambitious,. triumph: in His Train. 

A ſwift Archangel, with his golden Wing, 


+ As Blots and Clouds, that darken and diſgrace: 


The Scene divine, ſweeps Stars and Suns afide. - 
And now, all Drofs remov'd, Heav*n's own pure Day, 
Fult on the Confines-of our ZXther, flames. 

- . While, (dreadful Contraſt!) far, how far beneath ! 
Hell burſting, belches forth her blazing Seas,” , 
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And Storms ſulphureous ; her voracious Jaws | 
| Expanding wide, and roaring for her Prey. 

LoxEnzZo! welcome to this Scene ; the Laſt 
In Nature's Courſe ; the Firſt in Wiſdom's Thought. - 
This ftrikes, if aught can ſtrike thee ; This awakes 
The moſt Supine ; This ſnatches Man from Death, 
Rouſe, rouſe, Loxtnzo, then, and follow me, 
Where 'Truth, the moſt momentous Man can hear, 
Loud calls my Soul, and Ardor wings her F _ 
[ find my Inſpiration in my Theme ; 
'The Grandeur of my Subje@ 1s my Muſe. 

At Midnight, when Mankind 1s wrapt in Peace, 
And worldly Fancy feeds on golden Dreams ; 
To give more Dread to Man's moſt dreadful Hour, 
At Midnight, *tis preſum'd, this Pomp will burſt 
From tenfold Darkneſs ; ſudden, as the Spark 
From ſmitten Steel ; from nitrous Grain, the Blaze. 
Man, ſtarting from his Couch, ſhall ſleep no more! 
The Day is broke, which never more ſhall cloſe. 
Above, around, beneath, Amazement AH! 
Terror and Glory join'd in their Extremes ! 
Our GOD in Grandeur, and our FYorld on Fire! 
Ail Nature ſtruggling in the Pangs of Death ! 
Doſt thou not hear her ? Doſt thou not deploze 
Her ftrong Convulſions, and her final Groan ? - 
Where are we zow ? Ah me! The Ground is gone, ' 
On which we ſtood, Lorenzo ! While thou may'lt, : 
Provide more firm Support, or ſink for Ever ! 
Where ? How ? From whence ? Vain Hope ! It is to@ 


Where, where, for Shelter, ſhall the Guilty fly, _ [late' L 


When Confternation turns the Good Man pale? _ | 
Great Day! for which all other Days were made ;. 
For which Earth roſe. from Chaos, Man from ud Þ $5.5 

And an Eternity, the Date of Gods, 
Volcended on Poor Earth-created Man! 
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| Great Day of Dread, Deciſion, and Deſpair ! 
At Thought of 'Thee each ſublunary Wiſh - 
| Lets go its eager Graſp, and drops the World; , 
And catches at each Reed of Hope in Heaven. 
At Thought of Thee !—And art thou ab/ext then ? 
Lorenzo! No; tis Here ;—it is begun gy | 
Already is begun the Grand Afiize, SE 
In Thee, in All : Deputed Conſcience ſcales 
'The dread Tribunal, and foreftalls our Doom ; 
Foreſtalls ; and, by foreſtalling, proves it Szre. 
Why on Himſelf ſhould Man woid 0P, Hon: yer ? 
IIs idle Nature laughing at her Sons ? 
| Who Conſcience ſent, her Sentence will hrppoit, 
And G OD. Above aſſert That God in Man. 
Thrice happy They! that enter zow the Court 
Heav*n opens in their Boſoms : But, how rare, 
Ah me! That Magnanimity, how rare! 
What Hero, like the Man who ſtands Himſelf; 
Who dares to meet his naked Heart alone; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full Charge it brings, | 
Reſolyv'd to filence future Murmurs There ? —_ 
| 'The Coward flies; and, flying, is undone. 
(Art thou a Coward? No) : The Coward flies ; | 
Thinks, - but thinks ſlightly ; aſks, but fears to &rory ; 
Aﬀes, © What is Trath 7” with PitaTE; and retires ; 
Diſtolves the Court, and mingles with the Throng ; 
Aſylum fad! from Reaſon, Hope, and Heav'n! | 
Shall All, but Man, look out with ardent. Eye, 
For that great Day, which was ordain'd for Man ? 
© Day of Conſummation ! Mark ſupreme | 
(If Men are wife) of human Thought ! nor leaſt, 
Or in the Sight of Angels, or their KING! _ 
Angels, whoſe radiant Circles, Height o'er Height, 
Order o'er Order-riſing, Blaze o'er Blaze, 
As1 in a Theatre, ſurround T his Scene, 


Intent 
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Intent on Man, and anxious for his Fate. | 7 
Angels look. out ſor Thee ; for 'Thee, their LORD, 

To vindicate His Glory ; and for Thee, 
Creation univerſal calls aloud, 
To diſ-involve the moral World, and give 
To Nature's Renovation brighter Charms. 
Shall Man alone, whoſe Fate, whoſe final Fate, 
Hangs on that Hour, exclude it from his Thought ? 
{ think of nothing elſe; I ſee! I feet it! 
All Nature, like an Earthquake, trembling round ! 
All Deities, like Summer's Swarms, on Wing! 
All baſking in the full Meridian Blaze ! 
| ſee the Juper inthron'd ! The flaming Guard ! 
'The Volume open'd ! Open'd ev'ry Heart ! 
A Sun-beam pointing out each ſecret 'Thought ! 
No Patron ! Interceſſor none ! Now paſt 
The ſweet, the clement, Mediatorial Hour ! | 
For Guilt no Plea! 'To Pain ! no Pauſe ! no Bound ! 
Inexorable, All! and AH, Extreme ! | 
Nor Man: alone; the Foe of Gon and Man, 
From his dark Den, blaſpheming, drags his Chain, 
And rears his. brazen Front, with 'Thunder ſcarr'd ; 
2ceives his Sentence, and degins his Hell. 
All Vengeance paft, nozv, ſeems abundant Grace ; 
Like Meteors in a ſtormy Sky, how roll 
His baleful Eyes ! .He curſes whom he dreads ; 
and deems it the firſt Moment of his Fall. | 
"Tis preſent to my Thought !—And yet where is it? | 
Angels can't tell me ; Angels cannot gue/5 
The Period ; from created Beings lock'd 
in Darkneſs. But the Proceſs, and the Place, 
Are leſs obſcure ; for Theſe may Mar inquire. *s 
8ay, Thou great Cloſe of human Hopes and Fears! 
Great Key of Hearts | Great Finiſher of Fates! 
Great End! and Great Beginning ! Say, Where art Thou? 
Art 


. The Frown of hideous Darknefs, calls his Sons 
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Art thou in Time, or in Eternity ? | 

Nor in Eternity, nor Time, I find Thee. 

Theſe, as 'Two Monarchs, on their Borders meet, 
(Monarchs of All elaps'd, or unarriv'd!) + 

| As In Debate, how beſt their Pow'rs ally'd, 

May ſwell the Grandeur, or diſcharge the Wrath, 
Of HIM, whom both their Monarchies obey. 
 Fime, this vaſt Fabric for him built (and doom'd 
With him to fall) zow burſting o'er his Head ; 
His Lamp, the Sun, extinguiſh'd ; from beneath 


From their long Slumber ; from Earth's heaving Womb, 


To ſecond Birth ; contemporary Throng ! f 

' Rous'd at One Call, upſtarting from One Bed, . 
Preſt in One Croud, appall'd with One Amaze, 
He turns them o'er, Eternity / to zhee. 


'Then (as a King depoy'd difdains to live) 

He falls on his own Scythe; nor falls aloe; 

His greatcſ Foe falls with him ; Time, and He 
Who murder'd' all T:me's Offspring, Death, expire. 

TIME was! ETERNITY: now reigns : one? 

Aweful Eternity ! offended Queen! 
And her Reſentment to. Mankind, - how juſt! | 
With kind Intent, ſoliciting Acceſs, 
How often has ſhe knock'd at human Hearts! 
Rich to repay their Hoſpitality, _ 
How often call'd | and with'the Voice of Gov! 
Yet bore Repullſe, excluded as a Cheat! _ 
A Dream! while fouleſt Foes. found Welcome there / 
A Dream, a Cheat, now, all Things, but her Smile. 
| For, lo}. her twice ten thouſand Gates thrown wide, 
As thrice from Indus to the frozen Pole, 
With Banners, fireaming as the Come?'s Blaze, 
And Clarions, louder than the Deep in Storms,. 
Sonorous as Immortal Breath can blows: | 

Pour 
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War forth their Myriads, Potentates; and Powers, 
Of Light, of Darkneſs ; in a middle Field, 
Wide, as Creation / populous, as wide ! 
A neutral Region ! there to mark th* Event 
Of that great Drama, whoſe preceding Scenes - 
Detain'd them cloſe SpeAtators, thro? a Lenget 
Of Ages, rip'ning to this grand Reſult ; 
Ages, as yet unnumber'd, but by Gov ; 
| Who now, pronouncing Sentence, vindicates 
The Rights of Virtue, and His own Renown. 
ETERNIT Y, the various Sentence paſt, 
Afigns the ſever*d Throng diſtint Abodes, 
Sulphureous, or Ambroſial : What enſues ? 
The Deed predominant! the Deed of Deeds ! 
Which makes a Hell of Hell, a Heav'n of Heay' wy 
The Goddeſs, with determin'd Aſpe&, turns 
Her adamantine Key's enormous Size 
Thro* Deſtiny's inextricable Wards, 
Deep-driving ev'ry Bolt, on both their Fates. 
Then, from the Cryſtal Battlements of Heaven, 
Down, down, ſhe hurls it thro? the dark Profound, 
Ten thouſand thouſand Fathom ; there to ruſt, 
And ne'er unlock her Reſolution more. | 
The Dee : reſounds, and Hell, thro? all her Glooms, | 
Returns, in Groans, the melancholy Roar. 5 
O how unlike the Chorus of the Skies! 
O how unlike thoſe Shouts of Joy, that ſhake 
The whole Ethereal! How the Concave rings! 
Nor ſtrange ! when Deities their Voice exalt ; 
And louder far, than when Creation roſe, 
To ſee Creation's godlike Aim, and End, 
So well accompliſh'd ! ſo divinely clos'd ! 
To ſee the mighty Dramatift's laſt AQ 
(As meet) in Glory rifing o'er the reſt. 
No fanſy'd Gop, a GOD, indeed, deſcends, 
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| To ſolve all Knors ; to firike the Moral hone ; 
'To throw full Day on darkeſt Scenes of Time; ; 
Ta clear, commend, exalt, and crown the Whole. 
Hence, in one Peal of loud, eternal Praiſe, 

'The charm*'d SpeCtators thunder their Applauſe ; 
And the vaſt Void beyond, Applauſe reſounds. 

WHAT THEN AM I f—— 

Amidſt applauding Worlds, 
And Worlds celeſtial, 15 there found on Earth, 
A peeviſh, diſſonant, rebellious String, 
Which Jars in the grand Chorus, and Complain: ? ? 
Cenfure on Thee, Lorenzo! I ſuſpend, | 
| And turn it on My/jelf; how greatly due ! 

All, All is Right; by God ordain'd or done ; 
And who, but Go, reſum'd the Friends He gave ? 
And have I been Complaining, then, ſo long ? 
Complaining of His Favours ; Pain, and Death ? 
-Who, without Paiz's Advice, would &er be Good ? 
Who, without Death, but would be Good in vain? 
\ Pain is to fave from Pain ; All Puniſhment, © 
To make for Peace; and Death to ſave from Death ; 
And Second Death, to guard immortal Life ; 

To rouſe the Careleſs, the Preſumptuous awe, - 

Anu turn the Tide of Souls another Way ; 

By the ſame Tenderneſs Divine ordain'd, | 

That planted 'Edez, and high-bloom'd for Man, 
A- fairer Eden, endleſs, in the Skies. | 


Heav'n gives us Friends to bleſs the pre/ent Scene ; "8 


Reſumes them, to prepare us for the next. 

All Evils Natural are Moral Goods ; « 

All Diſcipline, 1zdulgence, on the —--* 
Nene are unhappy ; All have Cauſe to ſmile, 

But ſuch as to Themſelves That Cauſe deny, 

Our Faults are at the.Bottom of our Pains ; 

- Error, in 44, or Judgment, is the Source 
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Of endleſs Sighs: We fn, or we miſtake ; 
And Nature tax, when falſe Opinion ſtings. 
Let impious Grief be baniſh*d, Joy indulg'd ; 
But chiefly zhen, when Grief -puts in her Claim, 
Joy from the Feyous, frequently betrays, 
Oft lives in Vanity, and dies in Woe. 
Joy, amidſt 1lls, corroborates, exalts; 
"Tis Joy, and Conqueſt ; Joy, and Virtue too, 
A noble Fortitude in 7//s delights 
| Heavin, Earth, Ourſelves ; 'tis Duty, Glory, Peace, 
Afiifion is the Good Man's ſhining Scene ; 
Pre/perity conceals his brighteſt Ray ; 
As Night to Stars, Woe Luſtre gives to Man, 
Heroes in Battle, Pilots in the Storm, 
And Virtue in Calamities, admire, 
The Crown of Manhood is a Winter-Joy ; 
An Evergreen, that ſtands the Northern Blaſt, 
And vlofſoms in the Rigour of our Fate. 
'Tis a prime Part of Happineſs, to know 
How much Unha5pineſs uf prove our Lot; | 
A Part which few poſſeſs! Þ'11 pay Life's Tax, 
Without one rebel Murmur, from this Hour, 
Nor think it Miſery to be a Mar ; 
Who thinks 7 7s, ſhall never be a Ged. 
Some Ills we wiſh for, when we wiſh to live. 
What ſpoke” proud Paſſion *—* * Wiſh my Being loſt!”s 
Preſumptuous ! Blaſphemous ! Abſurd ! and F alfe | , 
The Triumph of my Soul is, —That I am; | 
And therefore that I may be—What? Lortexzo! 
Look Iaward, and look Deep ; and deeper all 3 
Unfathomably deep our Treaſure runs 
In golden Veins, - thro? all Eternity ! 
Ages, and Ages, and ſucceeding ſtill 
New Ages, evhere this Phantom of an Hour, 
* Referring to irſt Night, 
eferring to the Eirf igh Which 
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| Which courts, each Night, dull Slumber, for Repair, | 


Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praiſe, 
And fly thro? Infinite, and All unlock ; 


And (if deſerv'd) by Heav'n's redundant Love, 


Made half-adorable itſelf, adore ; . 
And find, in Adoration, endleſs Joy ! 
Where Thou, not Maſter of a Moment here, . 
Frail as the Flow'r, and fleeting as the Gale. 


 May'ſt boaſt a whole Erernity, enrich'd 


With All a kind Omnipotence can pour. 
Since Apa fell, no Mortal, uninipir'd, 
Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever ſhall, 


How Kind is GOD, how Great oa Good) is was. 


No Man too largely from Heav*n's Love can hope, 
If what is hop*d he labours to ſecure. 


Ills?—There are none: _ A/-Gracious ! none from Thee, 
| From Man full Many ! Num'rous is the Race 


Of blackeſt Ills, and thoſe aortas too, | 
Begot by Madneſs on fair Liberty ; 


Heav*n's Daughter, Hell-debauch'd ! ! Her Hand alone 


Unlocks Deſtruftion to the” Sons of Men, 


| Faſt barr'd by Thine ; high-wall'd with Adamant, 
| Guarded with 'Ferrors reaching to this World, 


And cover'd with the Thunders of Thy Law ; 
Whoſe Threats are Mercies, whoſe Injun&tions, Guiats, 


 Aſfliſting, not reſtraining, Reaſon's Choice ; 


Whoſe San&tions, #navoidable-Reſults 
From Nature's Courſe, indulgently reveal'd ; 


If unreveal'd, more Dang'rous, -nor leſs Sure. 


Thus, an indulgent Father warns his Sons, 


« Do This ; Fly That”—nor always tells the Caulc ; 


Pleas'd to reward, as Duty to his Will, 
A Condu®t needful to their own Repoſe. 
Great Go.» of Wonders! (if, Thy Love ſurvey 'd, 
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What Rocks are T, heſe, on which to build our 'Truſt ? 
Thy Ways admit no Blemiſh ; none I find; 
Or This alone—** That none is to be found.” 
Not One,. to ſoften Cen/ure's hardy Crime ; 
| Not One, to palliate peeviſh Grief” s ComeLainT, 
Who, like a Demon, murm'ring, from the Duſt, 
Dares into Judgment call her Judge.—SurrEms ! 
For All I bleſs Thee ; Moſt, for the Severe ; . 
' Her Death —my own at hand—the fiery Gulph, 
That flaming Bound of Wrath Omnipotent ! 
[t thunders ;—but it thunders to. preſerve; 
|t ſtrengthens what it ſtrikes ; its wholſome Dad 
Averts the dreaded Pain ; its hideous Groans 
Join Heav*n's ſweet Hallelujahs in thy Praiſe, 
Great Source of. Good alone ! How Kind in All! 
In Vengeance Kind! Pain, Death, Gehenna, $ AV E. | 

Thus, in thy World material, Mighty Mind / 
Not that alone which /olaces, and ſhines, . - 
The Reugh and Gloomy, challenges our Praiſe. 
The Winter is as needful as the Spring ; . 
The Thunder, as the Sun; a ftagnate Maſs 
Of Vapours breeds a peſtilential Air: 
Nor more propitious the Faworian Breeze 
To Nature's Health, than purifying Storms z_ 
The dread Yolcano miniſters to Good. F | 
Its ſmother'd, Flames might andermine the World, 
Loud AZtnas. fulminate in Love to Man; 
Comets good Omens are,. when duly ſcann'd ; 
And, 18 their Uſe, Zclip/es learn to ſhine. - 

Man is reſponſible for 7/ls receiv'd ; 
Thoſe we call auretched are a choſen Band, 
Compell'd to refuge in the Right, for Peace. 
Amid my Liſt of Bleſſings infinite, f 
Rs This the foremoſt, ©* That my heart has Lhd. ?;. 
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| Who fails to grieve, when juſt Occaſion calls, 


| Nor hazard their ExtinRion, from Exceſs. 


_ 'Fhe ConsoLaTION cancels the ComPLainm, 


| _ Some ſmall Aſcent, has gain'd, he turns him round, 


Endear'd by Diſtance, nor affe&s more Toil : 


* Various, extenſive, beaten but by Few : . 
Pauſe; and with Pleaſure meditate an End, 


 _'Thro' many a Field of Moral,” and: Divine, + 


Of Lowe Divine the Wonders ſhe diſplay'd ; 
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*Tis Heav'n's laſt Effort of Good-will to Man ; 


When Pain can't bleſs, Heav'n quits us in Deſpair, 


Or grieves too much, deſerves not to be bleſt ; 

Inhuman, or Effemanate, his Heart ; | \ 
Reaſon abſolves the Grief, which Reaſon ends. 

May Heav'n ne'er truſt my Friend with Happineſs 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well, | 
By previous Pain ; and made it /afe to /mile ! 
Such-Smiles are mine, and /uch may they remain z . 


My Change of Heart a Change of $Syle demands ; 


And makes a Convert of my guilty Song, 
As when o *er-labour'd, and inclin'd to A, 
A panting Traveller, ſome rifing Ground, N 


And meaſures with his Eye the various Vale, 
The Fields, Woods, Meads, and Rivers, he has palt; 
And, fatiate of his Journey, *thinks of =xprag 


Thus I, tho? ſmall; indeed, 1s that- Aſcent 
The Muſe has gain'd, \review the Paths ſhe trod ; 


And, conſcious of her Prudence in Repoſe, | 
'Tho? ſtill remote ; fo fruitful 15 my Theme. 

The Muſe has fray'd; and much of Sorrow ſeen: 
In human Ways ; and much of Falſe and Fain; 
Which none, who travel this bad Road, can mils, 
O'er Friends deceas'd full heartily ſhe wept ; 


Prov'd Man immortal ; ſhew'd the Source of Foy ; 
The grand Tribunal rais'd ; aſſign'd the Bounds 


_ 


-_ 
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Of human Grief : In few, to cloſe the Whole, _ 
The Moral Muſe has ſhadow'd out'a Sketch, 
Though not in Form,” nor with a RavHatL-Stroke, 
Of Me? our Weakneſs needs believe, or do, 
In this our Land of Travel, and of Hope, 
For Peace on Earth, or Proſpe& of the Skzes. 205 The 

What then remains ?— Much! much ! a mighty Debt 
'To be diſcharg'd : Theſe 'Thoughts, -O Nicnur! ate 
From thee they came, like Lovers ſecret Sighs, LH? J 
While Others ſlept, So, CyxTH1a; (Poets feign) 
In Shadows veil'd, ſoft-ſliding from her Sphere, 
Her Shepherd chear'd ; of Her enamour'd leſs,_. 
Than I of Thee.—And art 'Thou full unſung, 
Beneath whoſe Brow, and by whoſe Aid, I ſing ? 
Immortal Silence !—Where ſhall I begin? | 
Where end ? Or how ſteal Muſic from the "_ 
To ſooth their Goddeſs? _ 

. © majeſtic Maokdv'4; 

"le : great Anceſtor ! Day's Elder-born ! 
And fated to: ſurvive the tranſient Sun} 
By Mortals, and Immortals, ſeen with Awe ! 
A ftarry Crown thy. Raven Brow adorns, TO ET 
An azure Zone thy Waiſt z Clonds,, in Heav'n's Loom 
Wrought thro! Varieties of Shape and. Shade, 
In ample Folds of Drapery divine, - & 
Thy flowing Mantle form ; and,. Heav'n croughou, 
Voluminoufly pour thy pompous 'Train, | 
Thy gloomy Grandeurs ( Nature's. moſt <a Bl 
Inſpiring Aſpe& !), claim a; grateful Verſe 3. ot 
And, like a fable Curtain ſtarr'd with. Gold; 
Drawn o'er my Labours paſt, ſhall cloſe. the: . 

And what, O Man! ſo worthy to be ſung? 
What more prepares us for the Songs of Heaven ? 
Creation of Archangels is the Theme ! Ty: ny 
—_ to be ſung, ſo zeedful ? What 10 well: ki 
M2 - Celeſtial 


 Contraded: Circle ſet my Heart at large; | 
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Celeſtial Joys prepare us to ſuſtain ? -- | Mair 
The Soul of Man, HIS. Face deſign'd to ſee, And 
Who gave theſe Wonders to be ſeen by Man, And 
Has here a previous Scene of Obje&ts great, = LT; 
On which ta dwell; to ſtretch to that Expanſe Tho 
Of Thought, to riſe to that exalted Height Thy 
Of Admiration, to contract that Awe, Nati 
And give her whole Capacities that Strength, On | 
Which beſt may qualify for fra! Joy. And 
The more our Spirits are inlarg*d on Earth, Wh 
'The deeper Draught ſhall they receive of Heawen, Shal 
. Heav'in's KING! whoſe Face unveil'd conſummate Con 


Redundant Bliſs! which fills that mighty Void, (Bliſs MY Of 


'The whole Creation leaves in human Hearts ! = Wc 
THOU, who did touch the Lip of Jessx's Son, And 
Rapt in ſweet Contemplation of theſe Fires, AT 
And ſet his Harp in Concert with the Spheres ! A 
While of Thy Works Material the Supreme | Rai 
I dare attempt, afſiſt my daring Song. hoes Abe 
| Looſe me from Zar:h's Incloſure, - from the 'Sur's The 


Eliminate my Spirit, give it Range. 
'Thro' Provinces ef, Thought yet unexplor'd ; 
Teach me, by this Ktupendous Scaffolding, 
Creation's golden Steps, to climb to THEE. 
Teach me with Art great Nature to'controul, 
And ſpread a Luſtre o'er the Shades of Nzghz. 
Feel I Thy kind Aﬀent ? And ſhall the Sun. 
Be ſeen at Midnight, riſing in my Song ? 
Loxznz0! come, and warm thee: Thou, whoſe Heart 
Wholt little Heart," is moor'd within a Nook 
Of this obſcure Terreſtrial, Anchor weigh, 
Another Ocean calls, a nobler Port ; ” 
J am thy. Pilot, 7 thy proſp'rous Gale. 
Gainful thy Voyage thro” yon azure Main ; 
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Main, without Tempeſt, Pirate, Rock, . or Shore 

And whence thou may*ſt import eternal Wealth ; 

And leave to beggar'd Minds the Pearl and Gold. 

Thy Travels doſt thou boaſt o'er foreign Realms ? 

Thou Stranger to the World ! thy Tour begin ; ; 

Thy Tour thro' Nature's univerſal Orb. 

Nature delineates her whole Chart at large, 

On ſoaring Souls, that ſail among the Spheres ; 

And Man how purblind, if unknown the Whole ! 

Who circles ſpacious Earth, then travels here, 

Shall own, He never was from Home before !_ 

Come, my * Prometheus, from thy pointed Rock 

Of falſe Ambition, if unchain'd, we'll mount ; 

We'll, innocently, fteal celeſtial Fire, 

And kindle our Devotion at the Stars; 

A Theft, that ſhall not chain, but ſet thee ſree, 
Above our Atmoſphere's inteſtine Wars, 

Rain's Fountain-Head, the Magazine of Hail ; 

Above the Northern Neſts of feather'd Snows, 

The Brew of Thunders, and the flaming Forge 

That forms the crooked Lightning ; *bove the Caves . 

Where infant Tempeſts wait their growing Wings, - || 

And tune their tender Voices to That Roar, CR | ' 

Which ſoon, perhaps, ſhall ſhake a Guilty World ; 4 

Above miſconſtru'd Omens of the Sky, _ | 

Far-travell'd Comet's calculated Blaze, | * 

Elance thy Thought, and think of more than Man. 

Thy Soul, till now, contracted, wither'd, ſhrunk, 

blighted by Blaſts of Zar:b's unwholſome Air, 

Will bloſſom bere ; ſpread all her Faculties. | 

To theſe bright Ardors ; ev'ry Pow'r unfold, 

And rife into Sublimities of Thought. 

tars teach, as well as ſpine. At Nature's Birth, 

Thus, their Commiſſion ran—* Be Kind't to Man.” 


» Night the Eighth. CARD? 
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Where art thou, poor benighted Traveller 
The Stars will Tight thee ; tho' the Mor ſhould fail. 


| Where art Thou, more benighted ! more aſtray ! 


In Ways immoral ? The Srars call thee back ; 


And, if obey'd their Counſel, ſet thee right. 


'This Proſpe&@ vaſt, what is it ?=Weigh'd aright, 
'Tis Nature's Syſtem of Divinity, _ 
And ev'ry Student of the Njght inſpires.  . 
'Tis elder Scripture, writ by G OD's own Hand ; 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by Man. 


Loxenzo! with my Radius (the rich Gift 


Of Thonght nofturnal !) P11 point out to thee 
Its various Lefſons ; ſome that may ſurpriſe 
An Un-adept in Myfteries of NicuT; _ 


_ Little, perhaps, expeCed in her School, 


Nor thought to grow on Planet, or on Star. 
Bulls, Lions, Scorpions, Monſters here we feign , 
Ourſelves more monſtrous, not to ſee what here 
Exiſts ind:ed ;—a LeRure to Mankind. © 

What read we here ?— Th? Exiſtence of a GoD? 
Yes; and of other Beings, Man above ; 
Natives of her 7. Sons of Irigher Climes! 
And, what may move Loxtnzo's Wonder more, 
ETuxniTY 15 written in the Skies. - 


And whoſe Eternity ?-Loxenzo! Thin; 


Maniind's Eternity. Nor FaiTn alone, 
VIRTUE pr here; here ſprings the ſov'reign Cure 
Of almoſt ev'ry Yice ; but chiefly Thine; - © 
Wrath, Pride, Ambition, and impure Defire. 
 Logtxzo! Thou-canft wake at Midnight too, | 
Tho? not an Morals bent : Ambition, Pleaſure ! 
Thoſe Tyrants I for 'Thee ſo * lately fought, 
Aﬀord their haraſs'd Slaves: but ſlender Reſt. 

T hou, to. whom Midnight 1 1s {immoral Rs | 


S; "0 the Eighth, 
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Jad the Sun's noon-tide Blaze, prime Dawn of Day ; 
Not by thy Climate, but capricious Crime, 
Commencing one of our Axtipodes / | 
In thy no&turnal Rove, one Moment halt, 
'Twixt Stage*and Stage, of Riot, and Cabal ; 
And lift thine Eye (if bold an.Eye to lift, 
if bold to meet the Face of injur'd Heav'n) 
To yonder Stars : For other Ends they ſhine, 
Than to light Revellers' from Shame to Shame, 
And, thus, be made Accomplices in Guilt. 
Why from-yon Arch, that Infinite of Space, 
With Infinite of lucid Orbs replete, 
Which fet the living Firmament on Fire, 
At the firſt -Glance, in ſuch an Overwhelm 
Of Wonderful, on Man's aftonifh'd Sight, 
Ruſhes Omn1PoTENCE ?—To curb our Priat ; 
Our Reaſon rouſe, and lead it to that Power, | 
Whoſe Love lets down theſe Silver Chains of Light ; | 
To draw up Man's Ambition to Himſelf, 
And bind our chafte Afefions to His 'Throne. 
Thus the Three Virtues, ' leaſt 'alive on Earth, 
And welcom*d'on Heav'n's Coaſt with moſt Applauſe, 
An Humble, Pure, and Heawvenly-minded Heart, —_ 
Are here inſpir'd :—And canſt thou gaze too long ? 
Nor ſtands thy Wrath depriv'd of its Reproof, 
Or un-upbraided by this radiant Choir. 
The Planets of each Syſtem repreſent 
Kind Neighbours ; mutual Amity prevails 
Sweet interchange of Rays, receiv'd, return'd; 
Enlight'ning, and enlighten'd ! Al, at once, 
Attrating, and attraQed ! Patriot-like, 
None fins againſt the Welfare of the Whole ; 
But their reciprocal, unſelfiſh Aid, 
Aﬀords an Emblem of Mz/lennial Love. 
Me in Nature, much leſs conſcious Being, 
M 4 | Was. 
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Was er created ſolely for Itſelf: | 


Thus Man his /ov/reign Duty ws In this 

Material Pi&ture of Benevolence. | 
And know, - of all our ſupercilious Rock 

Thou moſt inflammable ! Thou Waſp of Men ! 


Man's angry Heart, inſpe&cd, would be found 


As rightly ſet, as are the Starry Spheres ; 

"Tis Nature's Struture, broke by ſtubborn 77:1, 
Breeds all that un-celeſtial Diſcord there, | 

Wilt thou not feel the Bias Nature gave ? 

Canſt. thou deſcend from Converſe with the « Skies, : 


And ſeize thy Brother's Throat ?—For what—a Cld. 


An Inch of Zarth ? The Planets cry, ©* Forbear,” * 
'They chaſe our double Darkneſs ; Nature's Gloom, 
And (kinder fill !) our inzelle4ual Night. 

And ſee, Day's amiable Siſter ſends | + 
Her Invitation, in the ſofteſt Rays: - 
Of mitigated Luſtre ; courts thy Sight, 


Which ſuffers from her 'Tyrant-Brother's Blaze, 


Night grants thee the full Freedom of the Skies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted Eye ; | 
With Gain, and Foy, ſhe bribes thee to be wiſe. 
Night opes the nobleſt Scenes, and ſheds an Awe, 


Which gives thoſe venerable Scenes full Weight, 


And deep Reception, in th” intender'd Heart ; 
While Light peeps thro” the Darkneſs, like a Spy ; 
And Darkneſs ſhews its Grandeur by the Re 


| Nor is the Profit greater than the Foy, 
If human Hearts at glorious Objects TENG 


And Admiration can inſpire Dehght. 
What ſpeak I more, \ than I, This Moment, feel ? 


With pleaſing Stupor firſt the Soul is ſtruck 


(Stupor ordain'd to make her truly Wiſe!) : 
Then into Tranſport ſtarting from her. Trmice, | 
With Love, and Admiration, how ſhe glows! * ' 


- 


This 
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This gorgeous Apparatus ! This Diſplay ! 

This Oſtentation of creative Power! 

This Theatre !—what Eye can take it in? 

By what divine Inchantment was it rais'd, 

For Minds of the firft Magnitude to launch 

In endleſs Speculation, and adore? 

One Sun by Day, by Night Ten Thouſand ſhine ; 

And light us deep into the DELTY; en + 

How boundleſs in Magnificence and Might ! 

O what a Confluence of ethereal Fires, 

From Urns un-number'd, down the Steep of Heaven, - 

"Streams to a Point, and centres in my Sight! _ 

Nor tarries there ; I feel it at my Heart. 

My Heart, at once, it humbles, and exalts ; 

Lays it in Duſt, and calls it to the Skies. 

Who ſees it unexalted ? or unaw'd? 

Who ſees it, and can ſtop at what is ſeen z 

Material Offspring of OMnieoTenct ! 

Inanimate, All-anzmating Birth ! 

Work worthy Him who made it ! Worthy Praiſe ! 

All Praiſe! Praife more than human ! nor deny'd _ 

Thy Praiſe Diwize / , But tho* Man, drown'd in Sleep, 

With-holds his Homage, not alexe I wake ; NOD: 

Bright Legions ſwarm unſeen, and ſing, unheard 

By mortal Ear, the glorious ArchiteR, 

In This His. univerſal Temple hung 

With Luſtres, with innumerable Lights, 

That ſhed Religion on the Soul ; at once, 

The Temple, * and the Preacher ! O how loud 

It calls Devotion ! genuine Growth of Night / 
Devotion ! Daughter of Aſtronomy | 

An undevout Aſtronomer 1s mad. 

True ; All Things ſpeak a GOD; but i in the Small, ; 

Men trace out Him; in Great, He ſeizes Man; © 

a and elevates, and raps, and fills if 

"ISL, M ET With 


_ With new Inquiries, *mid Aﬀociates new. 
_ Tell me, ye Stars! ye Planets ! tell me, all 


_ The vaſt Difploſion diffipates the Clouds ; 


| And leaves a mighty Void, a ſpacious Womb, 


- 


| And half-abſolv'd Idolatry from Guilt; 


In thoſe, who put forth all they had of Mar 


Thy Right regain'd, thy Grandeur is reſtor'd, 
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Ye Starr'd, and Planeted, Inhabitants ! What is it? 
What are theſe Sons of Wonder ? Say, pied Arch! 
(Within whoſe azure Palaces they dwell) 

Built with divine Ambition ! in Diſdain - 

Of Limit built! built in the Taſte of Heaven ! 
Vaſt Concave! Ample Dome! Waft thon defign'd 
A meet Apartment for the DEITY?'— 
Not ſo ; That Thought alone thy State impairs, 
Thy Lefiy finks, and ſhallows thy Profound, 

And ſtreightens thy Difufrve ; dwarfs the Whole, 
And makes an Univerſe an Orrery, 

| But when I drop mine Eye, and look on Man, 


O Nature ! wide flies off th* expanding Ronnd. 
As when whole Magazines, at once, are fir'd, 
The ſmitten Air is hoflow'd by the Blow ; 


Shock'd Zther's Billows daſh the diſtant 'Skies - 
Thus (but far more) th' expanding Round flies off, 


Might teem with new Creation ; re-inflam'd 
Thy Luminaries triumph, and aſſume 
Divinity themſelves. Nox was it ftrange, 
Matter high-wrought to ſuch ſurpriſing Pomp, - 
Such godlike Glory, ftole the Style of Gods, 
From Ages dark, obtuſe, and ieep'd n Senſe 5 F 
For, ſure, to Senſe, they truly are divine, 


Nay, turn'd it into Virtue. Such It was 
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Untoſt, to lift their Thought, nor mounted higher ; 
But, weak of Wing, on Planets perch'd ; and thought 
What. was their Higheſt, muſt be their Ador'd. 


| OD 


But 


The ConsoLaTion. Ft 


But They how weak, who:could no higher mount ? 
And are there, then, Lortnzo! Thoſe, to whom | 
Unſeen, and Unexiſtent, are the Same ?. 

And if Incomprehenfible 1 is join'd, 

Who dare pronounce it Madneſs, to believe , 

Why has the mighty BuitÞer thrown aſide | 

All Meaſure in His Work ; ſtretch'd' out His Line 

So far, and ſpread Amazement o'er. the Whole ? 

Then-(as He took Delight in wide Extremes), 

Deep in the Beſom of. His Univerſe, - 

Dropt down that reas*ning Mite, - that InſeQ, Man, 

To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the Scene ?— 

That Man might ne'er preſume to plead Amazement 

For Diſbelief of Wonders in Him/elf. 

Shall Gop be lefs miraculous, - than what _ 

His Hand has form'd ? Shall Myfertes deſcend 

From Un-myfterious ? Things more Elevate, 

Be more fanmliar ? Unereated lie _ ras 

More obvious than Created, to the Graſp 

Of human Thought ? "The more of Wonderful 

Is heard in' Him, the more we ſhould aſſent. . 

Could we conceive. Him, G OD: He could not 'be ; 

| Or He not GOD, or «ve could not 'be Mer. 

AG OD alone can comprehend a GOD; 

Maz's Diſtance how immenſe ! On ſuch a Theme, 

Know 'FThis, Loxenzo ! (ſeem it ne'er ſo ſtrange) 

Nothing can /atisfy, but what confounds ; 

Nothing, but what affoni/bes,” 18 true. © 

The Scene: thou ſeeſt, atteſts the Truth I ſing, 

And ev'ry, Star ſheds Light upon thy Creed. 

Theſe Stars, this Furniture, this Coſt of orets, 

If bat phported, thou hadſt ne'er believ'd ; 

But thine Zye tells thee, the Romance is true. 

The Grand of. Nature is. th? Almighty's Oath, 

I 20M 's Court, to filence. Unbelief., ©  ' 
M 6 _ How 
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How my Mind, op'ning at this Scene, mbibes | ; 


: "The moral Emanations of the Skies, : \; 5. - 


While nought, perhaps, Lortnzo leſs adinires! | 
Has the Great Sov'reign ſent. Ten thouſand Worlds 


To tell us, He refides above them Ally; 


In Glory's unapproachable Receſs? - 

And dare Earth's bold Inhabitants deny / 

The ſumptuous, the magnific Embaſſy 

A Moment's Audience ? Turn we, nor will hear - 
From whom they come, or what they would impart 


| For man's Emolument ; ſole Cauſe that ftoops 


Their Grandeur to Man's Eye ?-Loxenzo ! rouſe; 
Let Thought, awaken'd, take the Lightning's Wing, 
And glance from Eaſt tv Weſt, from Pole to Pole. 


| Who ſees, but is confounded, oy convinc'd ? 


Renounces Reaſon, or a G OD adores? © 
Mankind was ſent into. the World to ſee - | 
Sight gives the Science needful to their Peace ; 


*That obvious Science aſks /ma/l Learning's Aid. 


Wouldſt thou on Metaphyſic Pinions ſoar ?.. 
Or wound thy Patience: amid Logic 'Fhorns. ? 
Or travel Hiſtory's enormons Round * _ 


| Nature no ſuch hard Taſk. injoins : She gave | 


A Make to Man dire&ive of his Thought ; . 


A Make ſet upright, pointing to the Stars, 
As wha ſhould fay, ** Read thy chief Leſſon there.” 
Too late to read this Manuſcript of Heaven, 


© When, like a Parchment-Serolh, ſhrank up: by. Flames, 


It folds Loxxnzo's Leffon from» his: Sight, 
Leſſon how various. F Not the- Gop alone... 
F ſee His Mini/ters.; I ſee, diffus'd 
In. radiant Orders, Eſfences-ſublime;. 
Of various Offices, of various Plume; 


| In heav*nly Liveries, diſtinQly, clad,. 


AO, Green, TOR! Pearl, or downy Gold, 


Or 
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Or all commizts ; they ftand, with Wings outſpread, 
Lif'ning to catch the Maſter's leaſt Command, 
And fly thro? Nature, ere the Moment ends; 
Nambers innumerable !—Well conceiv'd by 
. By Pagan, .and by Chriſtian ! O'er each IRGE 
Prefides an Angel, to dire@ its Courſe, 
And feed; or fan, its Flames ; or to diſcharge 
' Other high Truſts unknown. For who can ſee 
Such Pomip of: Matter, and imagine, Mind, 
For which alone Inanimate was made, 3 4 
More ſparingly diſpens'd ? That nobler Son, 
Far liker the great STR E!—Tis thus the Skies 
Inform us of Superiors numberleſs, _ 
As much, in Exce/lence, above Mankind, 
As above Earth," in Magnitude, the Spheres. 
Theſe, as a Cloud-of Witneſſes, hang o'er us ; 
In a throng*d Theatre are all our Deeds; 
| Perhaps, a Thouſand Demigads deſcend 
On ev'ry Beam we ſee, to walk with Men. 
Aweful Refleion ! Strong Reſtraint from Ill! 
Yet, here, our Virtue finds ſtill ſtronger Aid 
From theſe. ethereal Glories Senſe ſurveys. 
Something, hike Magic, ſtrikes from this blue Vault; 
With juſt Attention is it view'd? We feel 
A ſudden Succour, un-implor'd, unthought ; 
Nature herſelf does Half the Work of Mar. 
Seas, Rivers, Mountains, Foreſts, Deſerts, Rocks, | 
The Promantory's Height, the'Depth profound 
Of ſubterranean, excavated Grots, _ 
Black-brow'd, and vaulted high, and yawning with. 
From Nature's StruQure, or the Scoop of Time ; ; 
If ample of Dimenſion, vaſt of Size, 
Ev'n Theſe an aggrandizing Impulſe give ; 
Of ſolemn Thought enthuſiaſtic Heights 
Ev'n T; Wy infuſe. But —_ of Vaſt in Theſe? _.. 
Noting $ 


254 The ConsoLation.. Night g, 


Nothing ;-—or we muſt own the Skies forgot. 14 
Much leſs in Art.—Vain Art./ Thou Pigmy-Power ! 
How doſt thou ſwell, and ſtrut, with human Pride, 
To ſhew thy L:wteneſs ! What childiſh =” 
Thy watry Columns {quirted to the Clouds! 
Thy baſon'd Rivers, and impriſon'd Seas ! 
'Thy Mountains moulded into Forms. of Men 1 
Thy hundred-gated Capitals / Or Thoſe. 
Where Three Days-Travel left us 'much' to ride ; 
Gazing on Miracles by Mortals wronght, - 
Arches triumphal, 'Theatres immenſe, 
Or nodding Gardens pendent in Mid-Air! 
Or Temples proud to meet their Gops _— F 
| Yet The/e affe@ us in no common Kind. 
What then the Force of ſach fuperior Schnes ? 
Enter a Temple, it will firike an Awe: | 
What Awe from This the DEITY has built ? 
| A Good Man ſeen, tho? filent, Counſel gives: 
The touch'd SpeQtator' wiſhes to be Wile : | 
In a bright Mirror His own Hands have made, 
Here we fee Somethang like the Face of GOD. 
Seems it not then enough, to ſay, Loxenzo!- 
To Man abandon*d, ©4* Haſt thou ſeen the Skies? © 
| | And yet, ſo thwarted Nature's kind Deſign 
| By daring Man, he makes her ſacred Awe 
| | (That Guard from Ill) his Shelter, his Temptation 
To more than common Guilt, and quite inverts 
i Celeſtial Art's Intent. The trembling Stars ' | 
j See Crimes gigantic, ſtalking thro' the Gloom 
; 


With Front ere&, that hide their Head by Day, 

And making Night full darker by their Deeds. 

Slumb'ring in Covert, till the Shades deſcend, 

Rapine and Murder, link*d, now prowl for Prey, 
The Miſer earths his Treaſure ; and the Thief, 

Watching the Mole, half-beggars him ere Morn. - - 
| ripat os | ; : Now 
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Now Plots, and foul Conſpiracies, awake ; 

And, -muMing up their Horrors from the wenn, 

Havock and Devaſtation they prepare, ts 

And Kingdoms tott'ring 1 in the Field of Blood. 

Now Sons of Riot in Mid-Revel rage. 4 

What ſhall-I do ?—Suppreſs it ? or proclaim Ps. 

Why /ceps the Thunder ? Now, Lortnzo!l now, 

His beſt Friend's: Couch the rank Adulterer - 

Aſcends ſecure; and laughs at Gods and Men. 

Prepoſt'rous Madmen, void of Fear or Shame, | 

Lay their Crimes bare to theſe chaſte Eyes of Heaven ; ; 

Yet ſhrink, and ſhudder, at a Mortal's Sight, 

Were Moon, and Stars, for Villains exly made ? 

To guide, yet ſcreen them, with tenebrious Light ? 

No; they -were made to faſhion the Sublime 

Of human Hearts, and 4vi/er make the Y/7/e. 
Thoſe Ends were anſwer'd once ; when Mortals liv'd 

Of Stronger Wing, of Aquiline Aſcent- % 

In Theory Subhme. . O how unlike 

Thoſe Vermin of the Night, this Moment ſang, 

Who crawl on Earth, and on her Venom feed ! 

Thoſe antient Sages, Human Stars ! They met 

Their Brothers of the S4es, at Midnight Hour ; 

Their Counſel aſk'd; and, what they aſk'd, bg's 4. 

The Stagirite, and PL aTo, He who drank 

The poifon'd Bowl, and He of Ty/calum, 

With Him of Corduba (immortal Names !) 

In theſe Unbounded, and Ely/fan, Walks, 

An Area fit for Gops, and Godlike Men, LO [] 

They took their nightly Round, thro? radiant Paths | 

By Seraphs trod ; inſtructed, chiefly, thus, - : | | 

To tread in Their bright Footſteps here Below z; bl 

To walk in Worth fill brighter than the Skies. | 1 

There, they contraQted their Contempt of Zarth ; 

Of Hopes eternal kindled, There, the Fire; 


T here,  - 
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| There, as in near Approach, they glow'd, and grew Th 
(Great Viſitants!) more intimate with GOD, In 

| More worth to Men, more joyous to Them/elver. An 

Thro' various Virtues, they, with Ardor, ran No 

The Zodiac of their learn'd, illuftrious Lives. Bu 

_ In Chriftian Hearts, O for a Pagan Zeal! - Co 

A needful, but opprobrious Pray'r! As much Di 

| Our Ardor Leſs, as Greater is our Light. Sit 


How monſtrous This in Morals / Scarce more _— 
Would this Phenomenon in Nature firike, 
A Sun, that froze us, or a S:ar, that warm'd. 


What taught theſe Heroes of the Moral World ? M 
'To 'Theſe thou Has thy Praj/e, give Credit too ; Ar 
- Theſe Doors ne'er were penſion'd to deceive thee ; Ar 
And Pagan Tutors are thy Taſte.—They taught, | 
That, Narrow Views betray to Miſery : AL 
_ That, Wile it is to comprehend the Whole : _ = 
That, Virtue roſe from Nature, ponder'd well, . Co 
'The ſingle Baſe of Virtue built to Heaven : _ * 
That, GOD, and Nature, our Attention claim : Al 
That, Nature is the Glaſs refleting GOD, i © 
As, by the Sea, refleRed is the Sun, 0: 
Too glorious to be: gaz'd on in his Sphere : C 
That, Mind immortal loves immortal Aims : A 
' That, boundleſs Mind affeQs a boundleſs Space : In 
That, Vaſt Surveys, and the Sublime of T hangs, A 
'The Soul aflimilate, and make her Great : 
That, therefore, - Heav'n her Glories, as a Fund T 
Of Inſpiration, thus ſpreads. out to Man. In 
Such axe their DoEtrines ; Such the Night inſpir'd. 0 
And what more true ? What Truth of greater Weight? B 
| The Soul of Man was made to walk the Skies ; A 
Delightful Outlet of her Priſon Here ! | Þ 
There, difincumber'd from her Chains, the Ties | " 


_ Of Toys terreſtrial, the can rove at large 


Thert, 
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There, fronly can reſpire, dilate, extend, 

In full Proportion let looſe all her Powers ; 

And, undeluded, graſp at ſomething Great. 

Nor, as a Stranger, does ſhe wander There ; 

But, wonderful Herſelf, thro! Wonder ſtrays ; 
Contemplating their Grandeur, finds her own ; 
Dives deep in their Oeconomy divine, 

Sits high in Judgment on their various Laws, +» 
And, like a Maſter, judges not amifſs. 

Hence greatly pleas'd, and juſtly proud, the Soul 
Grows conſcious of her Birth celeſtial ; breathes 
More Life, more Vigour, in her native Air; 
And feels herſelf at home among the Stars ; 

And, feeling, emulates her Country's Praiſe. 


What call we, then, the Firmament, Lortnzof— 


As Earth the Body, fince, the Skies ſuſtain F 
The Soul with Food, that gives immortal Life, - 
Call ;t, 'The noble Paſture of the Mind ; TS x 
Which there expatiates, ſtrengthens, and exults, 
And riots thro? the Luxuries of Thought. 
Call ;t, The Garden of the DEITY, _ 
Bloſſom*d with Stars, redundant in the Growth 
Of Fruit ambroſial ; moral Fruit to Man. 
Call it, The Breaſt-plate of the true High-Pneſt, 
Ardent with Gems oracular, that give, ; 
In Points of higheſt Moment, right Reſponſe ; 
And 1ll negleQed, if we prize our Peace. 

Thus, have we found a zrue Aſtrology ; 
Thus, have we found a new, and noble Senſe, 
In which alone Stars govern human Fates. 
O that the Stars (as ſome have feign'd) let fall 
Bloodſhed, and Havock, on embattled Realms, 
And reſcu'd Monarchs from ſo black a Guilt !. 
BourBon ! this Wiſh how gen'rous in a Foe! _ 
Would thou be great, wouldft thou. become a God, _ ; 

And 
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And ſtick thy deathleſs Name among the Stars, 

For mighty Conqueſts on a Needle's Point ? 

Inſtead of forging Chains for Foreigners, 

Baſtile thy Tutor : Grandeur All thy Aim? 

As yet thou know*'f not what it is : How "I 

How Glorious, . then, appears the Mzrnd of Man, 

When in it All the Stars, and Planets, roll | 

| And what it /cems, it is : Great ObjeQs make 

Great Minds, enlarging as their Views enlarge; . 

T hoſe ſtill more Godlike, as The/e more Divine. 

And more divine than The/e, thou canſt not ſee. 

Dazled, o'erpow'r'd, with the delicious Draught 

- Of miſcellaneous Splendors, how I reel 

From "Thought to Thought,  inebriate, without $a] 
An Een, This! a Parapiss wnloſt ! 990, 

I meet the DEITY in ev'ry View,. 

And tremble at my Nakedneſs before Him ! 

_ © that I could but reach the Tree of Life! 

| For Here it grows, unguarded from our Taſte : 

No Flaming Sword denies our Entrance Here ; | 

| Would Man but gather, he might ve for ever. 

- Lorenzo! much of Moral hait thou ſeen. - 

Of curious Arts art thou more fond ? 'Then matk 

The Mathematic Glories of the Skies, 

In Number, Weight, and Meaſure, All ordain'd. 

Lokrtenzo's boaſted Builders, Chance, and F ate, 

Are left to finiſh his aerial Towers ; 

Wiſdom, and Choice, their well-known Charaters 

Here deep impreſs ; and claim it for their Ovn. 

Tho? ſplendid All, no Splendor void of Uſe ; | 

Uſe rivals Beauty : Art contends with Poxwer ; | 

No wanton Waſte, amid effuſe Expence ; 

The Great OrxconomisT adjuſting AN. 

To prudent Pomp, magnificently Wiſe. 

How'rich the Proſpe& ! and for ever new! 


Ll 


et REESE oo OE on: iy a So 0 not 0 


And 


— 


The ConsoLatron. | 259 


And neweſt to the Man that views it moſt ; ; 
For Newer fill in Infinite ſucceeds. 
Then, Theſe atrial Racers, O how ſwift ! 
How the Shaft loiters from the ſtrongeſt String !* 
Spirit Alone can diſtance the Career. 
Orb above Orb aſcending without Bnd ! 
Circle in Circle, without End, inclos'd ! 
Wheel within Wheel; Eztx1tL ! like to Thine ! 
Like Thine, it ſeems a Viſion, or a Dream ; 
Tho? /een; we labour to believe it zrue ; ; 
What Involution { What Extent! What Swarms 
Of Worlds, that laugh at Earth ! immenſely Great ! 
Immenſely diſtant from each other's Spheres ! 
What then, the wond'rous Space thro* which they roll ? 
At once it quite ingulphs all human "Thought ; 
'Tis Comprehenſion's abſolute Defeat. 
Nor think thou ſeeſt a wild Diſorder here ; 
Thro? this illuſtrious Chaos to the Sight, 
Arrangement neat, and chaſteſt Order, TeIgn, 
The Path preſcrib'd, inviolably kept, 
Upbraids the lawleſs Sallies of Mankind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never Mterfere ; 
What Knots are ty'd ! How ſoon are they diffolv'd, 
And ſet the ſeeming marry'd Planets free ! 
They rove for ever, without Error rove; 
Confufion unconfus*'d ! Nor leſs admire 
This Tumult untumultuous ; All on Wing ! 
In Motion, All ! yet what profound Repoſe ! 
What fervid AQtion, ' yet no Nolſe! as aw'd 
"To Silence, by the Preſence of their LORD; 
Or huſh'd, by His Command, 'in Love to Man, 
And bid let fall ſoft Beams on human Reſt, 
| Reſtleſs themſelves. On yon czrulean Plain, 
In Exultation to Their GOD, and Thin, 
They dance, they ſing eternal Jubilee, 44, 
— | Eternal 
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At certain Periods, as the Sov” REIGN nods, 
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Eternal Celebration of Hi, Praiſe, | 
But, fince their Song arrives not at our Ear, 
Their Dance perplex'd exhibits to the Sight 


Fair Hieroghyphic of His peerleſs Power. 


Mark, how the Labyrinthian Turns they take, 

The Circles intricate, and myſtic Maze, 

Weave the grand Cypher of Omnipotence ; 

To Gods, how Great! how Legible to Max / | 
Leaves ſo much Wonder greater Wonder {till.? 


Where are the Pillars that ſupport the Skies p 


What more than Atlantean Shoulder props. | 
Th' incumbent Load ? What Magic, what ftrange Art, 


In fluid Air theſe pond'rous Orbs ſuſtains ? 
Who would not think them hung in golden Chains | 
And ſo they are 5 in the high Will of Heaven, 


Which fixes All;; makes Adamant of Air, 
Or Air of Adamant ; 3 makes All of Nought, 


Or Nought of All ; if fuch the dread Decree, 


Imagine from their deep Foundations torn | 
The moſt gigantic Sons of Earth, the broad 
And tow'ring Alps, all toſt into the Sea ; 

And, light as Down, or volatile as Air, 
Their Bulks enormous dancing on the Waves, 
In Time, and Meaſure, exquiſite ; while all 


'The Winds, in Emulation of the Spheres, 
Tune their ſonorous Inſtruments. aloft ; 


The Concert ſwell, and animate the Ball. 
Would this appear amazing ? What, then, Works, 


In a far thinner Element ſuſtain'd, 
And atting the ſame Part, with greater Skill, 
More rapid Movement, and for nobleſt Ends ? 


More obvious Ends to paſs, are not theſe Stars 
The Seats Majeſtic, proud Imperial Thrones, 
On which angelic Delegates of Heaven, 


Diſcharge 
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Diſcharge high Truſts of Vengeance, or of 23248 Hos 
| 'To cloathe, in outward Grandeur, Grand Deſign, | 
And As moſt Solemn ſtill more ſolemnize ? 
Ye Citizens of Air ! what ardent Thanks, . 
What full Effuſion of the grateful Heart, 
Is due from Man indulg'd in ſuch a Sight! 
| A Sight ſo noble! and a Sight ſo kind! 
It drops new Truths at ev'ry neww Survey ! 
| Feels not Loxexzo Something flir within, 
"That ſweeps away all Period > As Theſe Spheres | 
Mea/ure Duration, they no leſs inſpire 
The Godlike Hope of Ages without End. 
The boundleſs Space, thro? which theſe Woven take - 
Their reſtleſs Roam, ſuggeſts the Siſter-Thought | 
Of boundleſs Time. 'Thus, by kind Nature's Skill, 
To Man un-labour'd, that important Gueſt, 
ETEmsNITY, finds Entrance at the Sighe i 
And an Eternity, for Man ordain'd, 
Or Theſe his deſtin'd Midnight Counſellors, 
The Stars, had never whiſper d it to Man. 
NaTuRE informs, but ne'er inſults, her Sons. | 
Could ſhe- then kindle the moſt ardent Wiſh 
To d:/appoint it ?—That is Blaſphemy. 
Thus, of thy Creed a Second Article, - 
Momentous, as th* Exiſtence of a GOD, 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought ; 
And thou may'R read thy Soul immortal, Here. 
Here, then, Loxtnzo! on theſe Glories dwell ; 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated Roof, eas 40 
That calls the wretched Gay to dark Delights. 
Aſemblies ?—This is one divinely © ** 77 SE 
Here, un-endanger'd in Health, Wealth, or Fame, 
Range thro” the faireſt, and the SuLTaNn ſcorn. 
He, wiſe as Thou, no Creſcent holds ſo fair, 
A&A TOs which on his Turbant awes a World ; 'H 


And 


- 
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- And thinks the Moor is proud to copy Him. 
Look of her, and gain more than Worlds can give, 
A Mind ſuperior to the Charms of Power. 

Thou muffled in Deluſions of this Life ! 

Can yonder Moon turn Ocean in his Bed, PR.” 

From Side to Side, in in conſtant Ebb, and F low, p 

And purify from Stench his watry Realms ? pes N 

And fails her moral Influence ? Wants ſhe Power | | I; 

To turn Loxxxzo's ſtubborn Tide of Thought 

From ſtagnating on Earth's infefted Shore, 1 

And purge from Nuiſance his corrupted Heart ? y 

Fails her Attra&tion when it draws to Heaven ? 1 
\ 


Nay, and to what thou valu'ſt more, Earth's Joy Ee | 
Minds elevate, and panting for Un/een, | y 
And defecate from Ser/e, alone obtain 

Full Reliſh of Exiſtence un-deflower'd, 

'The Life of Life, the Ze? of worldly bliſs. 
All elſe on-Earth amounts——to what ? To This : 


«« Bap to be Suffer d; BLEssINGs to be Left i? 
Earth's richeft Inventory boaſts no more. 
Of higher Scenes be, then, the Call obey'd. 
O let me gaze !—Of Gazing there's no End. 
O let me think !—Thovght too is wilder'd here | 
In Mid-way Flight Imagination tires ; | | 
| Yet ſoon re-prunes her Wing to ſoar anew, 
Her Point unable to forbear, or gain; 
So great the Pleaſure, ſo profound the Plan! 
A Banquet, 'This, where Men, and Angels, .meet, 
Eat the ſame Manna, mingle 'Earth, and Heaven. 
- How diſtant ſome of theſe noQurnal Suns ! 
_ So diſtant (ſays the Sage), *twere not abſurd 
To doubt, if Beams, ſet out at Nature's Mts 
Are yet arrived at this ſo foreign World ; 
. Tho? nothing half ſo rapid as their Flight. 
An Eye of Awe and Wonder let me roll 
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And roll- for ever : Who can ſatiate Sight _ 
In /uch a Scene ? in ſuch an Ocean wide 
Ofdeep Aſtoniſhment? Where Depth, Height, Breadrh, : 
Are loſt in their Extremes ; and where to count 
The thick-ſown Glories in this Field of Fire, - 
Perhaps a Seraph's Computation. fails. | 
Now, £0, Ambition ! boaſt thy boundleſs Might 
In Conqueſt, o'er the 'Tenth Part of a Grain, 

And yet Loxenzo calls for Miracles, 
To give his tott'ring Faith a ſolid Bafe. 
Why call for Leſs than is already thine ? 
Thou art no Novice in Theology; 
What is a Miracle ?—*Tis a Reproach, 
"Tis an implicit Satire, on Mankind ; : 
And while it | /atisfies, it cenſures too. tet, v3 
To Common-Senſe, Great Nature's Courſe proclaims 
ADELTY: When, Mankind falls aſleep, | 
A Miracle is ſent, as an Alarm, PIO 
To wake the World, and prove Him o'er again, 
By recent Argument, but not more frong. 
Say, Which imports more Plenitude of Power, _ 
Or Nature's Laws to fix, or to. repeal ? 
To make a Sun, or /fop his Mid-Career ? 
To countermand his Orders, and ſend back 
The flaming Courier to the frighted' Zaf, 
Warm'd, and aftoniſh'd, at his Ev'ning Ray ? 
Or bid the Moon, as with her Journey tir'd, 
In 4jalon's ſoft, flow'ry Vale repoſe ? 
Great 'Things are Theſe; ſtill Greater; to create. | 
From Ap am/s Bow'r wok down thro* the whole Train 
Of Miracles ; :;—Refiſtleſs 1s: their Power ? | 
They do not, can not, more amaze the Mind, 
Than This, call un-miracylous Survey, | 
If duly weightd, if-rationally ſeen, - 
If ſeen with buman Eyes, T he Brute, indeed, | 


ky. 

4 
'v 
bl { 
«IN 
k 


a SC £ —_ 4 
yn o__———_———___R_ 


> LP RUS "I" 07g 
<—— — 
m——_——— 


. Sees nought but Spangles here ; the Fool, no more. 


The Courſe of Nature'is the Are of GOD. 


«© In Motion, and wound up the vaſt Machine ? 


« Who bowl'd them flaming thro? the dark Profound, 


«© Who marſhals this bright Hoſt? Enrolls their Names ? 


| «« 'Theſe Vet'ran Troops, their final Duty done, 
« Tf e'er diſbanded ?*—HE, whoſe potent Word, 
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| Where now they-war with Y7zce and Unbelief. 
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Say'ft thou, © The Courſe of Nature governs All j” 


The Miracles thou calf for, This atteſt ; 

For ſay, Could Nature Nature's Courſe control ? 
But, Miracles apart, who ſees HIM not, 

Nature's ConTROULER, AUTHOR, GV1DEs, and Ex9) 

Who turns his Eye on Nature's Midnight Face, 

But muſt inquire—** What Hand behind the Scene, 

« What Arm Almighty, put theſe wheeling Globe 


« Who rounded in his Palm theſe ſpacious Orbs ? 


« Num'rous as'glitt'ring Gems. of Morning-Dew, 
« Or Sparks from. populous Cities in a Blaze, 

«© And ſet the Boſom of O/4 Night on Fire ? 

«« Peopled her Deſert, and made Horror /mile ?” 
Or, if the Military Style delights thee, Wn 
(For Stars have fought their Battles, leagu'd with Man) 


«« Appoints their Poſt, their Marches, and Returns, 
«« Punctual, at ſtated Periods ? Who diſbands. 
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Like the loud Trumpet, levy'd firſt their Powers 
In Night's inglorious Empire, where they ſlept 
In Beds of Darkneſs ; arm'd them with fierce Flames, 
Arrang'd, and diſciplin'd, and cloath'd in Gold; 
And call'd them. out of Chaos to the Field, 
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O let us join This Army ! Joining 'Thefe, 

Will give us Hearts intrepid, at That Hour, 
When 6righter Flames ſhall cut a darker Night; 
When theſe ſtrong Demonſtrations of a GOD 
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Shall hide their Heads, or tumble from their Spheres, 
And One eternal Curtain cover All! 

Struck at that Thought, as new-awak'd, I life 
A more enlighten'd Eye, and read the Stars 
To Man ſtill more propitious ; and their Aid 
(Tho' guiltleſs of Idolatry) implore; | 
Nor longer rob them of their nobleſt Name. 
0 ye Dividers of my Time! Ye bright. 
Accomptants of my Days, and Months, and Years, 
I your fair Kalendar diſtintly mark'd 
Since that authentic, radiant Regiſter, 
Tho' Man inſpedts it not, ſtands good nin him ; 
Since You, and Years, roll on,  tho' Man ſtands till; 
Teach me my Days to-number, and apply 
My trembling Heart to //7/dom ; now beyond 
All ſhadow of Excuſe for fooling on. 
Aee ſmooths our Path to Prudence ; ſweeps afide 
The Snares, keen Appetite, and Paſſion, ſpread 
To catch ftray Souls ; and Woe to that grey Head, 
Whoſe Folly would undo, what Age has done! 


Aid, then, aid, All ye Stars !—Much raticr, THOU, 


Great ARTIST! Tarov, whoſe Finger ſet aright 
This exquiſite Machine, with all its Feel, 
Tho” intervoly'd, exa&; and pointing out 
Life's rapid, and irrevocable Flight, 

With ſuch an Index fair, as none can miſs, 
Who lifts an Eye, nor ſleeps till it is clos'd. 
Open mine Eye, Dread DEITY! to read 

The tacit DoErine of thy Works ; to-ſez 
Things as they are, un-alter'd thro? the Glaſs 
Of worldly Wiſhes. Time, Eternity”: ! | 
{'Tis Theſe, miſ-meaſur'd, ruin all Mankind) 
Set them before me ; let me lay them Both 
In equal Scale, and learn their Various bs 2a 
Let Time APPEar 8 Moment, as it is ; 
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And let Frerniyy's full Orb, at once, oY es 

Turn on my Soul, and ftrike it into Heaven, 

When ſhall I ſee far more than charms me Now 2 
Gaze on Creation s Model in Thy Breaſt 

Unveil'd, nor wonder at the Tranſcript more ? 
| When, This vile, foreign, Duſt, which ſmothers All 
That travel Earth's deep Vale, ſhall I ſhake off ? 
When ſhall my Soul her Incarnation quit, 

And, re-adopted to Thy bleſt Embrace, 

Obtain her 4potheo/is m 'THEE ? 

Dot think, Loxexzo ! this 1s mund"ring wide? 

No, ?tis direQly ftriking at the Mark ; 

To wake thy dead Devotion * was my Foine 3 
And how I bleſs Night's conſecrating Shades, 

Which to a Temple turn an Univer/e ; 
_ Fill us with great Ideas, full of Heaven, 
And antidote the peſtilential Earth ! 

_ In ev'ry Storm, that either frowns, or falls, 
_ What an Aſylum has the Soul in Pray'r! 
And what a Fane 1s This, in which to pray ! 
And what a G OD. muſt dwell in ſuch a Fane! 
O what a Genius muſt inform the Skies! 
And is Loxenzo's Salamander-Heart 
Cold, and untouch'd, amid theſe ſacred Fires ? 

O ye nocturnal Sparks ! Ye glowing Embers, 

On Heav*n's broad Hearth! Who burn, or burn no more, 
Who blaze, or die, as Great JE HOVAH's Breath 
Or blows you, or forbears ; afliſt my Song ; 
| Pour your whole Influence ; exorciſe his Heart, 
So long poſleſt ; and bring him back to Mar. 
 Andis Lorenzo a Demurrer fill 
Pride in thy Parts provokes thee to conteſt _ 
Truths, which, conteſted, put thy Parts to Shame. 
Ner ſhame they more LoxENzo' s Head than Heart ; 
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A faithleſs Heart, how deſpicably Small! 
Too Streight, aught Great, or Gen'rous, to receive ! 
Fill'd with an Atom ! fil”d, and foul'd, with Self! 
And Self miſtaken! Self, that laſts an Hour ! | 
Irſtins and Paſſions, of the nobler Kind, 
Lie ſuffocated There ; or They alone, 
| Reaſon apart, would wake high Hope; and open, 
To raviſh'd Thought, that Tntelle#ual Sphere, 
Where, Order, Wiſdom, Goodneſs, Providence, 
Their endleſs Miracles of Love diſplay, 
And promiſe All the truly Great defire. 
The Mind that would be hapty, muſt be great 3 
Great, in its Y/iſhes-; Great, in 1ts Surveys. 
Extended Views a narrow Mind extend ; 
Puſh out its corrugate, expanſive Make, 
Which, ere-long, ore than Planets ſhall embrace! 
A Man of Compaſs makes a Man of orth ; 
Divine contemplate, and become Divine, 
As Man was made for Glory, and for Bliſs, 
All Littleneſs is in Approach to Woe. 
Open thy.Boſom, ſet thy Wiſhes wide, 
And let in Manhood; let in Happine/ ; 
' Admit the boundleſs Theatre of Thought 
| From Nothing, -up to GOD ; which makes a Mar, 
| Take GOD from Nature, ncking Great is left ; 
Man's Mind is in a Pit, and nothing ſees ; 
Man's Heart is in a Jakes, and loves the Mire. 
Emerge from thy Profound ; ere& thine Eye ; 
See thy Diſtreſs! How cloſe art thou- befieg'd ! 
Beſieg*d by Nature, the proud Sceptic's Foe ! 
_ Inclos'd by theſe innumerable Worlds, 
Sparkling ConviQtion on the darkeſt Mind, 
As in a golden Net of PRovipencs, _ 
How art thou caught, ſure Captive of Belief ! 
From this thy bleſt Captivity, what Art, P15 a 
” N 2 What 
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What Blaſphemy to Reaſon, ſets thee free ! 

This Scene is Heav'n's indulgent Violence : 

Canſt thou bear up againſt this Tide of Glory ? 
What is Earth boſom'd in theſe ambient Orbs,  * 
But, Faith in GOD impos'd, and preſs'd on Man ? 
Dar'f thou fill Htgat thy deſp'rate Cau/e, 

Spite of theſe num'rous, aweful, 7/itneſes, 

And doubt the Depo/ition of the Skies? 

O how laborious is thy Way to Ruin'! 

Labortous ? *'T1s impradticable quite ; 

To fink beyond a Doubt, in this Debate, 

With aÞ his Weight of Wiſdom, and of Will, 
And Crime flagittous, I defy a FeoL | 

Some wiſh they did; but zo Man diſbelieves, 

GOD is a Spirit ; Spirit cannot flrike 
Theſe groſs, material Organs; GOD by Man 

As much is ſeen, as Man a GOD can ſee, 

In theſe aſtoniſhing Exploits of Power. | 
What Oxder, Beauty, Motion, Diſtance, Size ! 
 Concertion of Deſign, how exquiſite ! 

How complicate, in their divine Police ! 

Apt Means! Great Ends ! Conſent to gen'ral Good !— 
Each Attribute of theſe material Gods, 

So Jong (and that with ſpecious Pleas) ador'd, 

A ſep'rate Conqueſt gains o'er. Rebel Thought ; 
And leads in 'Triumph the whole Mind of Man. 
 Lorgnzo! 'This may ſeem Harangue to 'Thee z 
Such All is apt to ſeem, that thwarts our Will.” | 
| And doſt thou, then, demand a /imple Proof 
. Of this great Maſter-Moral of the Skies, 

Unſkill'd, or diſ-inclin*d, to read it there? 
Since *tis the Baſis, and All drops without it, 
Take it, in One compa, unbroken Chain, 
Such Proof inſifts on an attentive Ear ; 

"Twill not make One amid a Mob-of Thoughts, 
es © 4 And, 
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4nd, for thy Notice, ftragole with the World. 
Ptire 5——The World ſhut ont ;ja——Thy Thoughts call 
Inagination's airy Wing repreſs j — [Home 3 5 — 
Lock up. thy Sex/es ;—Let no Paſſi ron ſtir 5 — 
Wake all to Reaſon ;—Let her reign alone ;— 
Then, in thy Sou/'s deep Silence, and the Depth 
0f Nature's Silence, Midmght, thus inquire, 
1s I have done ; and ſhall inquire no more. 
In Nature's Channel, thus the Queſtions run, 
« What am I? and from Whence ?—I nothing knows 
« But that I am; and, ſince I am, conclude | 
« Something Eternal : Had there e'er been Nought, 
« Nought ſtill had been : Eternal there muft be. 
« But hat Eternal ?—-Why not Human Race ? 
® And Apan's Anceſtors without an End ?— 
« That's hard to be conceiv'd ; fince ev'ry Link 
« Of that long-chain'd Succeflion 1s ſo frail ; 
« Can ev'ry Part depend, and not the Whole ? 
«Yet grant it true ;- zexv Difficulties riſe z 
* 'm ſtill quite out at Sea ; nor ſee. the Shore. ' 
« Whence Earth, and theſe bright Orbs F——Zternat 
« Grant Mazter-was Eternal ; ſtill theſe Orbs [too ?— 
* Would want ſome Other Father ;—Much Deſign | 
« Is ſeen in all their Motions, all their Makes ; - 
 De/fgn implies. Intelligence, and Art : Sn? 
" That can't be from Themſelves —or Man; That Art 
" Man ſcarce can comprehend, could Man beſtow ? 
* And nothing Greater, yet allow'd, than Man,— 
* Who, Motion, foreign to the ſmalleſt Grain, 
* Shot thro vaſt Maſſes of enormous Weight ? 
Who bid brute Mazter”s reſtive Lump aſſume 
* duch various Forms, and gave it Wings to fly ? 
* Has Matter znnate Motion ? Then each Atom, 
© Aﬀerting its indiſputable Right | 
Te dance, would form an Univerſe of Dutt: 
N 3 


 « Has 
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«© Has Matter none? Then whence theſe glorious Forms, At 
« And boundleſs Flights, from Shapele/s, and Repor'd 7 H 
«« Has Matter more than Motion ? Has it Thought, by 
«© Judgment, and Genius ? Is it deeply learn'd 0! 
« In Mathematics ? Has it fram'd /uch Laws, Ar 
«© Which but to gueſs, a NEwToNn made immortal ?— T! 
«« If ſo, how each /age Atom laughs at me, | 
«« Who think a Chd inferior to.a Man / Fr 
« Tf Art, to. form; and Counſel, to- conduR ; T] 
*« And That with greater far, than Human Skill ; W 
wh Reſides not-in each Block ;—a GODHEAD —_ — = 7 
« Grant, then, Inviſible, Eternal, MIND ; W 
_ « Tat granted, All is folv'd.—But, granting That, 0! 
« Draw I not o'er me a ſtill darker Cloud? | Sa 
« Grant I not That which: VF can ne'er conceive H 
* A Being without Origin, or End!— | 2 W 
«© Hail, Human Liberty! 'There is no GoOD— = ' 
*« Yet, Why? On either Scheme that Knot ſubſiſts z Its 
«« Subſiſt it »»w//, in GOD, or Human Race; In 
«« If in the Laſt, how many Knots beſide, 
« Indiffoluble All ?!-Why chuſe it T here, 
« Where, choſen, ftill fubfiſt Ter thoufand more ? 
oc Reject it, where, That choſen, alt the Reſt 
«« Diſfpers'd, leave Rea/on's whole Horizon clear ? 
« This is not Reaſon's DiQate ; ' Reaſon ſays, 
« Cloſe with the Side where One Grain turns the Scale ; 
«« What vaſt Preponderance is Here ! Can Reaſon. ls 
< With louder Voice exclaim—Believe a: GOD ? T 
«« And Reaſon heard, is the ſole Mark of Man. 0 
<« What Things Impoſlible muſt Man think True, - In 
«© On any other Syſtem ! And how ſtrange H 
.* 46 Ta diſtelieve, thro? mere Credulity ! OY; Bi 
If, in this Chain, Loxxnzo finds no fog 0 
| Let it for ever bind him to Belief. A 
And where the Link, in which: a Flaw M finds J T 
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ind, if a G OD there is, that GOD how Great! 
How Great that Pow'rs, whoſe providential Care 
'Thro' theſe bright Orbs dark Centres darts a Ray ! B 
Of Nature univerſal threads the Whole ! 
And hangs Creation, like a precious Gem, 
Tho' Little, on the Footſtcol of His 'Throne ! 
| That little Gem, how Large! A Weight let fall 
From a fixt Star, in Apes can it reach _ 
This diſtant Earth ? Say, then, Logznzo! where, 
Where, ends this mighty Building ? Where, begin 
| The Suburbs of Creation ? Where the Wall 
Whoſe Battlements look o'er into the Vale 
Of Non-Exiſtence? NoTrinc's ſtrange Abode ! 
Say, at what Point of Space JEHOVAH dropp'd 
His flacken'd Line, and: laid His Balance by ; | 
Weigh'd Worlds, and meaſur'd Infinite, no more ? 
Where, rears His. terminating Pillar high 
Its extra-miindane Head ? and ſays, to Gods, 
In CharaQers illuſtrious as the Sun, 
- 1 fland, the Plan's proud Period ; 1 pronounce 
The Work accompl; iſb'd; the Creation closd : 
Shout, all ye Gods ! nor ſhout, Je Gods alone ; - 
Of all that hwes, or, if devoid of Life, 
That reſts, or-rolls, ye Heights, and Depths, refetint! F. 
Reſound ! reſound ! ye Depths, and Heights, reſcund/! 
Hard are thoſe Queſtions ?—Anſwer harder ftall. 
ls This the Sole: Exploit, the Single Birth, 
The Solitary Son of Pow'r Divine ? 
Or has th* Almighty FATHER, with a "Ig 
impregnated the Womb of diſtant Space ? 
Has He not bid, in various Provinces, 
Brother-Creations the dark Bowels burſt 
Of Night primeval ; barren, now, no more 7 
And He the central Sun, tranſpiercing all 
Thoſe. Gzant-Generations, which diſport, 
= 1 WW And 
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And dance, as Motes, in his Meridian Ray ; 
That Ray withdrawn, Benighted, or Abſorb'd, 
In that 46/5 of Horror, whence they ſprung ; 
While Cas triumphs, repoſſeſt of All 
Rival Creation raviſh'd from his Throne ? 
Caros! of Nature both the Womb, and Grave! | 
 Think'fſt thou, my Scheme, Loxznzo, ſpreads too | 
Is This extravagant P—No; "This is ju; [wide ? 
Juſt, in Conſoles, tho? *twere falſe in Fag. 
If *tis an Error, *tis an Error ſprung 
From noble Root, High Thought of the MOST-HIGH, | 
| Put wherefore Error ? Who can prove it ſuch ?— 
Fe that can ſet OMnieoTENCE a Bound. 
Can Man coxceive beyond what Gop can do ? 
Nothing, but Quite Impoſſible, is Hard. 
He ſummons into Being, with like Eaſe, 
A Whole Creation, and a ſingle Grain. 
Speals He the Word? a Thouſand Worlds are born _ 
A Thouſand Worlds ? There's Space for Millions more; 
And in what Space can his great Fat fail ? 
Condemn me not, cold Critic ! but indulge 
"The warm Imagination » Why condemn ?. 
Vhy not indulge Such Thoughts, as ſwell our Hearts 
With fuller Admiration of T hat Pow'r, * 
Who gives our Hearts with ſuch high Thoughts to ſivell? 
Why not indulge in His augmented Praiſe ? 
Darts not His Glory a ſtill brighter Ray, 
The leſs 1s left to Chaos, and the Realms - 
Of hideous Night, where Fancy ſtrays aghaſt : 
And, tho' moſt talkative, makes no Report ? 
Still ſeems my Thought enormous ? Think again; — 
Experience *Salf ſhall aid thy lame Belief. 
Glaſſes (that Revelation to the Sight!) - L 
Have they not led us in the deep Diſcloſe 
Of fine-ſpun Nature, exquiſitely Small, 


The CoNnSOLATION, _ "093 


And, tho demonſtrated, ſtill zIl-conceiv?d ? 
If then, on the Reverſe, the Mind would mcunt 
In Magnitude, what Mind can mount too far, 
To keep the Balance, and Creation por/e ? 
Defeat alone can err on ſuch a Theme ; 
What 1s too Great, if we the Cauſe ſurvey ? 
Stupendous ARCHITECT! Trovu, Trov art All! 
My Soul flies up and down in Thoughts of Taree, - 
And finds herſelf but at the Centre till ! 
I AM, Thy Name! Exi/tence, all Thine own /! 
Creation's Nothing ; flatter'd much, if ſtyP'd 
« The thin, the fleeting Atmoſphere of GOD.” 
O for the Voice—of What? of Whom ?—WhatVoice 
Can anſwer to my Wants, in fuch Aſcent, * 
As dares to deem One Univerſe too ſmall ? 
Tell me, Lortnzo ! (for now Fancy glows, 
Fir'd in the Vortex of Almighty Power) | 
Is not this Home-Creation, in the Map 
Of univerſal Nature, as a Speck, 
Like fair BRITANNIA in our little Ball ;. 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its S1ze,. 
\ But, elſewhere,, far out-meaſur'd, far outſhone ? 
In Fancy {for the Fa# beyond us lies) 
Canſt thou not figure it, an J/e, alot. 
Too ſmall for Notice, in the Yaft of Being ;, 
dever'd by mighty Seas of «:6ui/t Space, 
From other Realms ; from ample Continents 
Of higher Life, where nobler Natives dwell ;. 
Leſs Northern, leſs remote from DEITY, _ 
Glowing beneath. the Z:ze of the SUrREME; 
Where Souls in Excellence make Haſte, put forth: 
Luxuriant Growths ;. nor the late Autumn wait | 
Off Human Worth, but ripen ſoon to Gods? 
| Yet why drown Fancy in ſuch Depths as theſe ?. 
Return, pref, amptuous Rover ! and confeſs 
& oh The 
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'The Bounds of Man ; nor blame them, as too ſmall, 
F - Enjoy we not full Scope in what is ſen ? 

* , Full ample the Dominions of the Sun! 

| Full glorious to behold ! How far, how,wide, 
The matchleſs Monarch, from his flaming Throne, 

Laviſh of Luſtre, throws his Beams about him, 

Farther, and faſter, than a Thought can fly, 

And feeds his Planets with- eternal Fires! 

This Heliopolis, by Greater far, 

'Than the proud Tyrant of the Nz/e, was built ;_ 
And He alone, who built it, can deftroy. 

Beyond this City,. why ſtrays human Thought ?- 
One Wonderful, enough for Man to know! 

Oze Infinite, enough for Man to range! - 

Oze Firmament, enough for Man to read! 

O what voluminous InftruQtion Here ! 

What Page of Wiſdom is deny'd him ? None ;. 
i learning his chief Leſſon makes him Wiſe. 
Nor 1s [n/tru#ion, Here, our only Gain: ; 

'There dwells a noble Parhos in the Skies, 
Which warms our Paſſions,  proſelytes our Hearts.. 
How eloquently ſhinesThe glowing Pole ! 

With what Authority it gives its Charge, 
Remonſtrating great 'Truths in Style ſublime, 
Tho? Silent, Loud ! heard Earth around ; above- 
'The Planets. heard ; and not unheard in Hell ; 
Hell has her Wonder, though too proud to praiſe.. 
I Earth, then,. more Infernal ? Has ſhe Thoſe, 
Who neither prai/e (Loxtznzo!) nor admire? 

__ Lorenzo's Admiration,. pre-engag'd, 

Ne'er aſk'd the Mogn One Queſtion ; never held: 
Leaſt Correſpondence with a ſingle Star ; 
Ne'er rear'd an Altar to the Queen. of Heaven 
E. Walking in Brightneſs ; or her Train ador'd. 
| © Their Sablanary Rivals have long lince: 
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Engroſs'd his whole Devotion ; Stars malign, | | 
Which made their fond 4/ronomer run mad ; 

Darken' his Zze/le&, corrupt his Heart ; 

Cauſe him to ſacrifice his Fame and Peace 

To thomentary Madneſs, call'd Delight. 

Idolater, more groſs than ever kiſs'd 

The lifted Hand to Luna, or pour'd out” | 
The Blood to Jove !”O THO U, to whom belongs 
All Sacrifice! O Thou Great Jove Unfeign'd ! 
Divine InsTrRucToOR ! 'Thy fir Volume, This, 
For Man's Peruſal ; All in Capitals! 

In Moon and Stars (Heav'n's golden Alphabet 1) 


Emblaz'd-to ſeize the Sight ; who runs, may read; 


Who reads, can underſtand. *Tis Unconfin'd 
To Chriſtian Land, or Fewry ; fairly writ, 
In Language univerſal, to Manxinv : 
A Language, Lofty to the Learn'd ; yet Plain 
To Thoſe that feed the Flock, or guide the Plough, 
Or, from its Huſk, ſtrike out the bounding Grain.. 
A Language, worthy the Gzear MIND), that ſpeaks! 
Preface, and Comment, to the Sacred Page ! 
Which oft refers its Reader to the Skies, 
As pre-ſuppoſing his Firſt Leſſon there, 
And Scripture ſelf a Fragment, That unread. 
Stupendous Book of Wiſdom; to the Wile! 
Stupendous Book ! and open'd, NicarT! by thee. 

By Thee much open'd,. I confeſs, O Night ! 
Yet more I wiſh ;. but how ſhall I prevail ?: 
Say, gentle Night ! whoſe modeſt, CO Ons 
Give us a new Creation, and preſent  _ 
The World's great PiRure ſoften'd to the Sight ; 
Nay, Kinder far, far more Indulgent ſtill, | 
Say, Thou,. whoſe mild Dominion's Silver Key 
Unlocks our Hemiſphere, and ſets to View 
Worlds beyond Number ; Worlds conceal'd by Day 
—N. 6. 
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| Behind the proud, and envious Star of Noon ! 
_  Canſt thou not draw a deeper Scene ?—And ſhew 


Theſe rich' Regalia pompouſly diſplay'd 


.O for a Glimpſe of HIM my Soul adores! 


"Pants for the living Stream ; for HIM who made her, 


His grand Pavilion, ſacred Fame reports 
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- And thou, Orion ! of fill keener Eye! 
a] And bring them out of Tempeſt into Port! 


Theſe Courtiers keep the Secret of their KING; 
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The Mighty PoTENTATE, to whom belong 


'To kindle that high Hope ? Like Him of Us, 
I gaze around ; I ſearch on ev'ry Side—— 


As the chas'd Hart, amid the deſart Waſte, 


So pants the thirſty Soul, amid the Blank 

Of ſublunary Joys. Say, Goddeſs! Where? [Throne? 
Where, blazes His bright Court? Where burns His 
Thou know'ſt; for Thou art near Him ; by Thee, round 


'The ſable Curtain drawn. If not, can none 
Of thy fair Daughter-Train, ſo ſwift of Wing, 
Who travel far, diſcover where He dwells ? 


A Star His Dwelling pointed out &eloxw. 
Ye Pleiades ! Arturus ! Maxzaroth ! 


Say ye, who guide the Wilder'd in the Waves, 
On which Hand muſt I bend my Courſe to find Him ? 


I wake whole Nights, in vain, to fteal it from them. 
I wake; and, waking, climb Night's radiant Scale, 
From Sphere to Sphere; the Steps by Nature ſet 
For Man's Aſcent ; at once to tempt and aid; 
To tempt his Eye, and aid his tow'ring Thought ; 
Till it arrives at the Great Goal of all. 
In ardent Contemplation's rapid Car, 
From Earth, as from my Barrier, I ſet out. 


How ſwift I mount ! Diminiſh'd Earth recedes ; 
' I paſs the Moor; and, from her farther Side, 


Pierce Heav'n's blue Curt ; ſtrike into Remote ; 
Where, 
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Where, with his lifted Tube, the ſubtil Sage 
His artificial, airy Journey takes, 

And to Celeftial lengthens Human Sight. 

I pauſe at ev'ry Planet on my Road, 


And aſk for HIM who gives their Orbs to roll, 

Their Foreheads fair to ſhine, From SaTurn's Ring, 

In which, of Earths an Army might be loſt, 

' With the bold Comet, take my bolder Flight, 

Amid thoſe /ew*reign Glories of the Skies, | 

Of independent, native Luſtre, proud ; 

The Souls of Syſtems ! and the Lords of Life, * 

'Thro? their. wide Empires !-—What behold I ow 2 

A Wilderneſs of Wonders burning round ; | 

Where /arger Suns inhabit higher Spheres ;, 

Perhaps the Yillas of deſcending Gods !. 

Nor halt I here ; my 'Toil 1s but begun ; 

'Tis but the Threſhold of the DEITY ;; 

| Or, far beneath it, I am groveling ftill.. 

Nor is it ſtrange ; I built on a Miſtake ;, 

The Grandeur of His Works, whence Fo/ly ſought. 

For Aid, to Reaſon ſets his Glory higher ; 

Who byilt thus high for Worms (mere Worms to Him) ;: 

_ O where, Lorenzo! muſt the Buitper dwell ? 
Pauſe, then ; and, for a Moment, here reſpire— 

If human Thought can keep. its Station Here, 

Where am I?—Where is Earth ?—Nay, where art Thou,- 

O Sun ?—Is the Sun turn'd Recluſe ?—And are 

His boaſted Expeditions ſhort to Mine?— 

To mine, how ſhort! On Nature's 4lzs I ſtand, 

And ſee a Thouſand Firmaments beneath ! 

A Thouſand Syſtems ! as a Thouſand Grains.! 

So much a Stranger, and fo late arriv'd, 

How can Man's curious Spirit not enquire, 


What are the Natives of this World ſublime, 
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Of this ſo foreign, un-terreſtrial Sphere, TS 


Where Mortal, untranflated, never ftray'd ? 


« O Ye, as diſtant from my little Home, 
« As ſ{wifteſt Sun-beams in. an Age can fly ! 
«< Far from my native Element. I roam, 


«© In Queſt of New, and Wonderful, to Man. 


« What Province This, of Hs immenſe Domain;, 


 *£ Whom All obeys ? Or Mortals here, or Gods ? 
_* Ye Bord'rers on the Coaſts of Bliſs! What are you > 

| 46 A Colony from Heav'n ? Or, only raisd, 
_& By frequent Viſit from Heav'n's neighbouring Reals, 
« T9 ſecondary Gods, and half-divine ?——_ 


« Whate'er your Nature, T 5s 1s paſt Diſpute, 
«« Far other Life you live, far other Tongue 
«© You talk, far other. Thought, perhaps, you think, 


- © 'Than Man. How: various are the Works of God! 
« But ſay, What Fhought ? Is Rea/or here inthron'd,. 


«© And abſolute? Or Sex/e in Arms againſt her ? 

«« Have you Tao Lights? Or need you no revea''d 2 
& Enjoy your happy Realms their golden Age? 

& And had your Even an abſtemious Eve ;. 

& Our Eve's Fair Daughters prove their Pedigree, 
« And aſk their Apams—* Who would not' be aviſe 
« Or, if your Mother f?/!, are you. Redeem'd ? 


«© Andif redeem'd——is your Redeemer /corn'd ? 


« Ts this your final Refidence ? If. not,. 


. *© Change you your Scene,. T1 ranſlated ? Or by Death ? 


« And if by Death; What. Death ?—Know you Diſeaſe ?' 
«© Or horrid War ?—With. War, 'This fatal Hour, 


 « Evroya groans '(fo call we a ſmall Field, 


«« Where Kings run mad). In Oxr World, Dearta de- 


 & Intemperance to do the Work of Age! [putes- 


6 And, hanging up the Quiver Nature gave him, | 
' & As ſlow of Execution, for Difpatch 


. 


Sends forth Inperial Butchers ; bids them lay 
« Their 
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« Their Sheep (the ſilly Sheep they fleec'd before), 1Þ 
« And toſs him twice Ten thouſand at a Meal. : | be 
« Sit all your Executioners on Thrones ? ; 
« With you, can Rage for Plunder make a God? 
« And Blood/hed waſh out ev'ry other Stain ?— 
« But You, perhaps, can't bleed : From Matter groſs | 
« Your Spirits clean, are delicately clad 
« In fine-ſpun Zther, privileg'd to ſoar,. | 
« Unloaded, uninfefted ; How unlike oo 
« 'The Lot of Man! How few of human Race 
« By their own Mud unmurder'd ! How we wage: * 
« Self-War eternal !—Is your painful Day 
« Of hardy Conflit. o'er ? Or, are you ſtill | 
« Raw Candidates at School? And have you Thoſe: 
« Who diſaffe& Rewer/fons, as with Us 2— 
« But what are Ye? You never: heard of Man, 
« Or Earth; the Bedlam of the Univerſe ! | 
« Where Reaſon (undiſeas'd with You) runs mad,, 
« And nurſes Fo!hy's. Children as. her own; 
« Fond of the Fouleſt. In the ſacred Mount: 
« Of Holineſs, where Reaſon is. pronounc'd. 
« Tofallible; and thunders, like a God ; 
« Ev*n there, by Saints, the. Demons are outdone ;- 9 
« What The/e think Wrong, our Saints refine to Right 
_ & And kindly teach 4// Hell her own black Arts;. 
©« SATAN, inſtructed, o'er their Morals ſmiles, — 
«. But This, how ſtrange to You, who know not Man #: 
« Has the-leaſt Rumour of our Race arviv'd ?. 
* CalPd here ELijan,. in his Jaming Car ? 
« Paſt by you the good Exocn, on his Road 
_ « To Thoſe fair Fields, whence Lucirer was hurl'd ;- 
© Who bruſh'd, perhaps, your Sphere, .in his Deſcent, 
<« Stain'd your pure cryſtal Ether, or let fall 
_ * A ſhort Eclipſe from his. portentous Shade ? 
" 'Q! ! that'the Fiend had "e's on. ſome broad Orb: 
| 6; Athwart: 
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be Athwart his Way z nor reach'd his preſent Home, 

*« Then blacken'd Earth with Footſteps foul'd in Hell, 

*« Nor waſh'd in Ocean, as from Rome he paſt. 

« 'To BriTain's Iſle; too, foo, conſpicuous There !”? 
But This is all Digreſlion : Where is Hz, 

'That o'er Heav*n's Battlements the Felon hurl'd 


To Groans, and Chains, and Darkneſs ? Where is Hs, 


Who ſees Creation's Summit in a Vale? x 
He, Whom, while Man is Mar, he can't but ſeck ; 


And if he finds, commences wore than Man ? 
_ © for a Teleſcope His Throne to reach ! 


Tell me, ye Learn'd on Zarth ! or Bleſt 4bove ! 


Ye ſearching, ye Newtonian Adgels '. tell, 


Where, your Great MasTER's Orb? His Planets, where? 


Thoſe conſcious Satellites, thoſe.Morning-Stars, 
Firſt-born. of DEITY ! from Central Love, 
By Veneration moſt profound, thrown off ; 


By ſweet AttraQtion, no leſs ſtrongly drawn ; 

Aw'd, and yet raptur'd; raptur'd, yet ſerene; 

Paſt Thought, illuſtrious,. but with borrow'd Beams " 
In ſtill approaching Circles, ſtill: remote,. 
Revolving round. the Sun's eternal Sir ?: 


Or ſent, in Lines direR,. on Embaſhes 


'Fo Nations—in what Latitude ?—Beyond. 


Terreſtrial Thought's Horizon !— And on what 


High'Errands fent?— Here human. Effort ends ; 
And leaves me ſtill a Stranger. to His Throne. 
Full well it might!. I quite miſtook my Road. 


Born in an Age more Curious than: Devout ;; 


More fond' to fix the Place of Heav'n, or Hell, 


'Than ftudious zhzs to. ſhun, or that ſecure. 
Tis not the curious, but the pious Path, 
'That leads.me to my Point: Lorenzo! know, 


Without or. SYar, or Angel, for their Guide, 


Who worſhip GOD, ſhall fad Him. Humble Lows, 


And 


"< 
bs 
'=Y £% 
0 
7 
& 
IH 


The ConSOLATION. 26r 


| And not proud Reaſon, keeps the Door of Heav'n ;_ 
Love finds Admiſſion, where proud Science fails. 
Man's Science is the Culture of his Heart; 

And not to loſe his Plumbet in the Depths 

_ Of Nature, or the more Profound of GOD. 
Either to know, 1s an Attempt that ſets 
The Wilſeſt on a Level with the Fool. 

To fathom Nature (ill-attempted Here /J 
Paſt Doubt 1s ceep Philoſophy Abowe ; 

Higher Degrees in Bliſs Archangels take, 

As deeper learn'd ; the Deepeſt, learning fill, 

For, what a Thunder of Omnipotence 

(So might I dare to ſpeak !) is /eex in All! 

In Maz ! in Earth ! In more amazing Skies ! 

Teaching this Leſſon, Pride is loth to learn— 

«© Not deeply to Diſeern, not much to Know, 

« Mankind was born to Wonpes, and Apors.” 
And is there Cauſe for higher Wonder till, 

Than that which ſtruck us from our paſt Surveys? 

Yes; and for deeper Adoration toe. 

From my late airy Travel unconfin'd, 

Have I learn'd nothing ? Yes, Loxexzo! This; 3 
Each of theſe Stars is a Religious Houſe ; 

I ſaw their Altars ſmoke, their Incenſe riſe, 

And heard Ho/annas ring thro* ev*ry Sphere, 

A gry: fraught with future Gods, 

Nature all ver is conſecrated Ground, | 
Teeming with Growths Immortal, and Divine. 
The Great PRoPRIETOR's all-bounteous Hand 5.5 
Leaves nothing waſte ; but ſows theſe fiery Fields 
With Seeds of Reaſon, which to Yirtues riſe 
Beneath His genial Ray ; and, if eſcap'd 
The peſtilential Blaſts of ſtubborn 1/1, 

When grown mature, are gather'd for the Skies. 
And is Devotion thought too much on Earth, 
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When Beings, ſo Superior, Homage beaft, 

And triumph in Proftrations to Tae Trrons ? 
But wherefore more of Planets, or of Stars? | 

Zthereal Journeys, and, diſcover'd there, - 

Ten thouſand Worlds, Ten thouſand Ways devout, 

All Nature ſending Incenſe to 'T'nz TrroxE, 

Except the bold Loxtenzo's of Our Sphere ? | 

 Op'ning the ſolemn Sources of my Soul, 

Since I have pour'd, like feign'd Exinanvs, 

My flowing Numbers o'er the flaming Skies, 

Nor ſee, of Fancy, or of Fa, what more 

Invites the Muſe—Here turn we, and review 

Our paſt No&urnal Landſcape wide :—Then. ſay, 

Say, then, Loxznzo! with what Burſt of Heart, 

The Whole, at once, revolving in his Thought, 

Muſt Man exclaim, adoring, and aghaſt ? - 

*« O'what a Root! O what a Branch is Here ! 

 * O what a Father! What a Family! 

_& Worlds! Syſtems! and Creations 1—-And Creations, 

© Tn one agglomerated Cluſter, hung, | 

« * Great VINE! On Tazz, on Trzs the Cluſter 

© The Filial Cluſter !' infinitely ſpread F[** hangs; 

& In glowing Globes, with various Being fraught ; 

« And drinks (NeQareous Draught !) Immortal Life, 

«« Or, ſhall. I ſay (for ho can fay enough ?) 

«« A Conſtellation of Ten thouſand Gems, 

« (And, O! of what Dimenſion ! of what Weight by 

« Set in. One Signet, flames on the Right-hand 

« Of MajzsTy Divine ! The lazing Seal, 

6 'That deeply ſtamps, on all created Mind, 

« Indelible, Hs ſov'reign Attributes, | 
© OMNiPOTENCE, and Lovs! That, paſſing Bound : 

« And This, ſurpaſſing That. Nor ſtop we Here, . 
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« Ey'n This acknowledg'd, leaves us ftill in Debt ;; 

« If Greater aught, That Greater all is Twins, = 

« Dreap SIRE !—Accept this Miniature of 'Cnze ;. + 

« And pardon an Aztempt from Mortal Thought, qi! 

'« In which Archangels might have faild, unblam'd.'* 
How ſuch Ideas of th ALMIGHTY's Pow'r, 

And ſuch Ideas of th ALMIGHTY's Plan, 

(Ideas not abſurd) diſtend the 'Thought | 

Of feeble Mortals ! Nor of Them alone! 

The Fulneſs of the DEITY breaks forth 

In Inconceivables to Men, and Gods. - | 

Think, then, O think ; nor ever drop the T howgheg 

How low muſt Mar defornd; when. Gods adore !—. | 

Have I not, then, accompliſh'd my proud Boaſt ! 

Did I not tell thee, ** * We would mount, Loxzxnzo ” 

 « And, kindle our: Devotion at the Stars ??? 

| And have I /aiPd ? And did I fatter thee ? 

And art all Adamant? And doft' confute 

All urg'd, with One urrefragable Smile? vi 

Loxztnzo!- Mirth how miſerable Here : ies . i | 

Swear by the Stars, by HIM: who made them, fears. 7 

Thy Heart, henceforth, ſhall be as pure as They : 1Þ 

Then Thou, like Them, ſhalt fine ; like Them, ſhalt riſe 
| From Low to Lofty ; from Obſcure to Bright ; 

By due Gradation, Nature's ſacred Law.. 

The Stars, from whence ?—Afk Chaos —He can tell. p 

Theſe bright Temptations to Idolatry, - 

From Darkneſs, and. Confuſion, took their Birth ; 

Sons of Deformity / From fluid Dregs | 
 Tartarean, . firſt they roſe to Maſſes rude ;. 

| And then, to Spheres opaque ; Then dimly ſhone z, 

Then brighten'd ; Then blaz'd out in perfect Day.. 

Nature delights in Progreſs; in Advance. | 

F rom Worlſe to Better : But, when Minds aſcend, 
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Progreſs, in Part, depends upon Themſelves. © "30 
Heav*n aids Exertion ; Greater makes the Great ; 
The woluntary Little leſſens more. | 
O be a Mar / and thon ſhalt be a God! 
And Half Self-made !— Ambition how Divane ! 
O 'Thou, ambitious of Diſgrace alone ! 
Still undevout ? Unkindled ?—Tho? high-taught, 
SchooP'd by the Skies ; and Pupil of the Stars ; 
Rank Coward to the Faſhionable World ! 
Art thou a/ham'd to bend thy Knee to Heaven ? 
Curſt Fume of Pride, exhald from deepeſt Hell ! 
Pride in Rel:gion is Man's higheſt Praiſe. 
Bent on DeftruQion ! and in Love with Death ! 
Not all theſe Luminaries, quench'd at once, 
Were half ſo ſad, as One benighted Mind, 
Which gropes for Happineſs, and meets Deſpair, 
How, like a Widow in her Weeds," the Night, 
Amid her glimm'ring Tapers, ſilent fits! 
How ſorrowful, how deſolate, ſhe weeps 
Perpetual Dews,. and ſaddens Nature's Scene ! 
A Scene more fad $iz makes the darken'd Soul, 
All Comfort kills, nor leaves: one Spark alive. 
- "Tho? blind of Heart, ftiH open is thine Eye : 
Why ſuch Magnificence in all thou ſeeſt ? 
Of Matrter's Grandeur, know, One End is This, 
To tell the Rational, who gazes on it—— 
* Tho' That immenſely Great, ftill Greater He, 
«. Whoſe Breaſt, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 
«© Unburden'd, Nature's Univerſal Scheme ; 
« Can graſp Creation with a fingle Thought ; 
5 Creation graſp ; and not exclude its STRE”—— 
To tell him farther <« It behoves him much 
« To guard the important, yet depending, Fate 
«© Of Being, brighter than a thouſand. Suns : 
* One ſingle Ray of Thought outſhines them all.”— 
And 
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And if Man hears obedient, ſoon he'll ſoar 
| Superior Heights, and on his purple Wing, 
His purple Wing berop'd with Eyes of Gold, 
Riſing, where Thought 1s now deny'd to riſe, 
Look down #riumphant on theſe dazling Spheres, 

Why then perſiſt ?!—No Mortal ever liv'd 
But, 472g, he pronounc'd (when Words are true !) 
The Whole that charms thee, abſolutely Vain ; 
Vain, and far worſe !—Think Thou, with dying Mev P 
O cendeſcend to think as Angels think ! 
O zolerate a Chance for Happineſs ! 
Our Nature ſuch, Il! Choice enſures Ill Fate ; 
And Hell had been, tho? there had been no God. 
Doft thou not know, my new Aſtronomer ! | 
Earth, turning from the Sun, brings Night to Man ? 
Man, turning from his Gop, brings endle/ Night ; 
Where Thou canſt read no Morals, find no Fr iend, 
Amend no Manners, and expe& no Peace. 
How deep the Darkneſs! and the Groan, how hud ! 
And far, how far, from /ambent are the Flames ! 
ouch 1s LoRenzo's Purchaſe ! ſuch his Praiſe! 
The Proud, the Politic, Lortnzo's Praile ! 
Tho? in his Ear, and levell'd at his Heart, 
I've half read o'er the Volume of the Skies. 

For think not Thou haft heard all This from ze ; 
My Song but echoes what Great Nature ſpeaks. 
What has ſhe ſpoken ? Thus the Goddeſs ſpoke, 
Thus ſpeaks for ever : — ©* Place, at Nafure's Head, 
« A Sov'reign, which o'er all Things rolls his Eye, 
« Extends his Wing, promulgates His Commands, 
cc But, above all, diffuſes endleſs Good ; | 
&«® To whom, for ſure Redreſs, the Wrong'd may fly ; 
* The Vile, for Mercy ; and the Pain'd, for Peace ; 
* By whom, the various Tenants of theſe Spheres, 
« Diverſify'd in Fortunes, TIO Uo Powers, 
| «© Rav'd 
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Tt ſuits their Make ; it ſooths their vaſt Defires ; 


Tis Rational ! *Tis Great !—But what is Thine? 
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_ Sinking from Bad to Worſe ; few Years, the Sport 
_ Of Fortune; then, the Morſel of De/pazrr. 
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Religion, what ?—The Proof of Common-Sen/e ; 


- How, like thy Guardian Angel, have I flown z 
Snatch'd' thee from Earth ; eſcorted thee thro? all 


| How ſhocking is all Joy, whoſe £xd is ſure! 
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«« Rais'd in Enjoyment, as in Worth they riſe, 


« 


La) 


At that bleſt Foyntain-Head, from which they ſtreamy 
«« Where Conflict paſt redoubles preſent Joy ; 

«* And preſent Joy looks forward on Increaſe ; 

«© And That, on more; no Period ! ev'ry Step 

«« A double Boon! a Promiſe, and a Bliſs.” 

How eaſy fits this Scheme on human Hearts ! 


Paſſion is pleas'd; and Reaſor aſks no more ; 


It darkens ! ſhocks ! excruciates! and confounds! 
Leaves us quite naked, both of Help and Hope, 


| Say, then, Loxenzo! (for thou know'ſt it well) | 
What's Vice? — Mere Want of Compaſs i in our Thought, 


How art thou whooted, where the Leaft prevails! - 
Is jt 2zy Fault, if t&e/e Truths call thee Fool ? 

And thou ſhalt never be mi/cald by me. 

Can neither Shame, nor Terror, ſtand thy F riend ? 
And art 'Thou /:/] an Inſe& in the Mire ? 


'Th' Ethereal Armies ; walkt thee, like a God, 
Thro* Splendors of firſt Magnitude, arrang'd 

On either Hand ; Clouds thrown. beneath thy Feet; 
Cloſe-cruis'd 'on the bright Paradiſe of God ; 

And almoſt introduc'd thee to Tyr TrronE!. 

And art Thou ſtill carouſing, for Delight, 

Rank Poiſon ; firſt, fermenting to mere Froth, 


And then ſubſiding into final Gall? 


To Beings of ſublime, 1mmortal Make, 


Suck I 


> i 


For, by ſtrong Guilt's moſt violent Aſſault, 
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Such Joy more ſhocking ſtill, the more it charms ! 
And doſt thou chuſe what ends ere well-begun ; 
And Infamous, as Short ? And doſt Thou chuſe 
{Thou, to whoſe Palate Glory is fo ſweet) | 
To wade into Perdition, thro* Contempt, . 
Not of poor Bigots only, but thy own ? 
For I have peep'd into thy cover'd Heart, 
And ſeen it bluſh beneath a boaſtful Brow ; 


Conſcience 1s but az/abled, not deftroy'd. 

'O Thou moſt aweful Being ! and moſt Vain ; 
Thy Will, how frail! how glorious is thy Power !. 
| Tho” dread ETERxiTY has ſown her Seeds 
'Of Blifs, and Woe, in thy deſpotic Breaſt, 

Tho? Heav'n, and Hell, depend upon thy Choice Y j 
A Butterfly comes croſs, and Both are fled, | 
Is This the PiQture of a Rational ? I | p 
This Horrid Image, ſhall it be moſt Juſt ? BD | ir 
Logtnzo! No: It cannot,—/ball not, be, - 
If there 1s Force in Reaſon ; or, in Sounds 
Chanted beneath the Glimpſes of the Moon, | þ 
A Magic, at this planetary Hour, : | F | 
When Slumber locks the gen'ral Lip, and Dreams | 
Thro? ſenſeleſs Mazes hunt Souls un-in/þir'd. 
Attend— The ſacred Myſteries begin 2 
My ſolemn Njght-boru Adjuration hear ; 1 
Hear, and I'll raiſe thy Spirit from the Duſt : 1 
While the S:ars gaze on this Inchantment zexw z \ 
Inchantment, not Infernal, but Divine ! C 

« By Silence, DzaTH's peculiar Attribute z 
© By Darkneſs, GviLlT's inevitable Doom ; = 
«© By Darkneſs, and by Silence, Sifters dread ! 1 
« That draw the Curtain round Nic aT's Ebon Throne, | 
« And raiſe Ideas, ſolemn as the Scene! j 
« By NIGHT), and all of Awetul, Night ne 

«c [+] 
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4 7: To Thought, or Senſe (of Aweful much, to Both, 


<6 Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd awhile, 
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_« By the World's Kings, and Kingdoms, moſt renown'd, 
_ «« From ſhort Ambition's Zenzth ſet for ever ; 


«© And ſhocks her with an hundred Centuries, [ Thought! 


\ v« The gliding Spefre ! and the groaning Grove ! 


— _ I  —— 
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<< The Goddeſs brings) | 1B! 1 heſe her trembling F744, 
« Like VEesT a's, ever-burning ; and, like hers, 
«6 Sacred to Thoughts unmaculate, and pure ! | 


« By theſe bright Orators, that prove, and praifs, 
* And preſs thee to revere, the DEITY; 


«© To reach His Throne ; as Stages of the Soul, 

« Thro? which, at diffrent Periods, ſhe ſhall paſs, 
« Refining gradual, for her final Height, | 

« And purging off ſome Droſs at ev'ry Sphere ! 

« Bp this dark Pall thrown &er the ſilent World ! 


«« Sad Preſape to vain Boaſters, now in Bloom ! 

«« p the long Liſt of ſwift Mortality, 

« From Avam downward to this Evning Knell, 
« Which Midnight waves in Fazxcy's ſtartled Eye ; 


«© Round Death's black Banner throng'd, in human 


«« By Thouſands, now, reſigning their laſt Breath, 
« And calfing Thee——wert Thou ſo wiſe to hear; 
« Bp Tombs o'er Tombs aryfing ; human Earth 


_ «© Fjefted, to make room for—human Earth ; 


«<< 'The Monarch's Terror ! and the Sexton's Trade ! 


«« By pompous Obſequies, that ſhun the Day, 
«* 'The Torch funereal, and the nodding Plume, 


| «© Which makes poor Man's Humiliation proud ; 


«© Boaft of out Ruin ! Triumph of our Duft / 

«© By the damp Vault that weeps o'er Royal Bones ; 
.«« And the pale Lamp that ſhews the ghaſtly Dead, 
« More ghaſtly, thro? the thick incumbent Gloom ! 
« Wy Viſits (if there are) from darker Scenes, 


« Bp Groans, and Graves, and Miſeries that groan 
« For 


'Oor 
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« For the Grave's Shelter ! By deſponding Men, . 
«« Senſeleſs to Pains of Death, from Pangs of Guilt! 


_ « 1By Guilt's laſt Audit! By yon Mooz in Blood, | 


<« The rocking Firmament, the falling Stars  _ 
« And Thunder's laſt Diſcharge, great Nature's Knell! 
«© By Second Chaos; and ETERNAL Night! _ 
Be wisE—Nor let PhiLanDer blame my Charm ; 


| But own not ill-diſcharg'd my double Debt, 


Love to the Living ; Duty to the Dead. 

For know, I'm but Executor ; He left 
This moral Legacy ; » 7 make it o'er 
By his Command ; PaitanDer hear in meg 
And Heav*n in both.—If deaf to Theſe, Oh ! hear 
FLoRELLO's tender Voice ; His Weal degends 
On Thy Reſolve ; it crombles at Thy Choice; _ 
For His Sake—love Thy/elf: Example ſtrikes | 
All human Hearts 3 a bad Example more 
More ftill a Father's ; That enſures his Ruin, 
As Parent of his Being, wouldfſt thou prove 
'Th* unnatural Parent of his Miſeries, 
And make him curſe the Being which thou gav'lt Z 
Is zhis the Blefling of ſo fond a Father ? 


| If cateleſs of Loxxxzo! ſpare, Oh! ſpare, 


FLORELLO's Father, and PHiLAnDER's Friend g 

FLORELLO's Father ruin'd, ruins him ; $ 

And from Pr1tanDtr's Friend the World expety | 

A Condu&, -no Diſhonour to the Dead. , 

Let Paſſion do, what uobler Motive ſhould ; ; | 

Let Lowe, and Emulation, riſe in Aid | 

To Reaſon ; and perſuade thee to be—Bleft | 
This ſeems not a Requeſt to be deny'd; | 

Yer (ſuch th' Infatuation of Mankind !), 

"Tis the moſt Hopele/s, Man can make to Man. 

Shall I, then, riſe in Argument, and Warmth ? 

And urge Pr1Lanver's poſthumous Advice, 
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From Topics yet unbroach'd?: x RT 

But Oh ! I faint! My Spirits fail !—No or firange? 
' So long on Wing, and in no middle Cline; * 
,To which my Great' Cx: ATOR s Glory calPd : 
And calls—but, now; in vain. Shep's dewy Wand 
Has ftrok'd my drooping Lids, and promiſes 
My long Arrear of Reſt ; the downy God 

(Wont to return with our returning. Peace) _ 

Will ay, ere Jong, and bleſs me with Repole, 
Haſte, haſte, ſweet Stranger! from the Peaſant's Cot, 
\ The Ship-boy's Hammock, 'or the Soldier” s Straw, 
Whence Sorrow never chas'd thee ; with thee bring, 
Not hideous Viſions, as of late ; but Oe. | 
Delicious of well-taſted, cordial, Reſt ; 

Man's rich Reſtorative ; his balmy Bath, 

That ſupples, lubricates, and keeps 1 in Play, 
The various Movements of this nice Machine, 
Which aſks ſuch frequerit Periods of Repair. 
When tir'd with vain Rotations of the Day, 

Sleep winds us up for the ſucceeding Dawn 3 

Freſh' we ſpin on, 'till Sickneſs clogs our Wheels, 


Or Death quite breaks the Spring, and Motion ends. 
When vill it end with Me; p.:* 


: 


deg DE — Tio () v ; oply know t, 
* 'Taov, whoſe broad Eye the Fature, and the Paſte 
+ Joins to.the_Pre/ent ;. making One: of Three 

*« To mortal Thought! 'Fxovu know'ſt, mdTuou alone, | 
Wo All-knowing !—Alluaknown !—And yetWell-knowm: 
«« Near, tho? Remote! and, . tho? Unfathom'd, F elt! 
« And tho” Invifible, for ever Seen ! . | 
« And Seen in All! 'The Great, and the [*:2400K J 
* Each Globe above, with its Gigantic Race, 
«« Pach F low'r, each Leaf, with its ſmall People ſivaroy' d, 
Fa . « (Thoſe | puny Vouchers, of OM xIPOTEN cs!) 


4 | CO 'To 


<< Of endleſs Series ; where the golden Chain? q 


" OR. 
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hd T o the Firſt Thought, that aſks, ** From whente py 


« declare | 
& Their common Source, Trov Fountain running o cr 
« Jn Rivers of communicated Joy ! _ | | 
6c Who gav*ſt us Speech for far, far humbler Themes! 


« Say, by what Name ſhall I preſume to call. 


«« Him I ſee burning in theſe countleſs Suns, 


« As Moſes in the Buſh? ILLuUsTRIOUS Mixy! yy : 


«« The whole Creation, Leſs, far Leſs to Thee, 
« "Than That to the Creation's ample: Round. 4 
« How ſhall T name Tanzs ?—How my labouring | Soul 
« Heaves underneath the Thought, tco big for Birth ! 

| «© Great Syſtem of PerfeQions ! Mighty | Cauſe wY 
« Of Cauſes mighty! Cauſe uncaus'd ! Sale Root. 
« Of Nature, that luxuriant Growth of GOD! E- 
« Firſt Father of Ffe&s / that Progesy | 


« Laſt Link admits a Period, Who can tell? _ 
« Father of All that is or heard, or hears! _ 
« Father of All that is or ſcen, or ſees! 

« Father of All that is, or ſhall ariſe ! 

« Father of this immeaſurable Maſs 


«© Of Matter multiform ; ; or denſe, or rare ; : 


«© Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at Reft ; 


«© Minute, or paſſing Bound! In each Extreme * 


«c Of like Amaze, and Myftery, to Man. 

« Father of theſe bright Millions of the Night . FS 
« Of which the Leaſt full Godhead had proclaim'd, 
« And thrown the Gazer on his Knee—Or, fay, 

<< Is Appellation higher ſtill, Thy Choice?  . 
« Father of Mazter's Temporary Lords! 


' «©: Father of Sp7ri7s / Nobler Offsprins ! Sparks | 


« Of high Paternal Glory ; rich-endow'd _ | 
« With various Meaſures, and with various Modes 


«6 of Inflin, Reaſon, Intuition ; Beams , 
oo - Os 
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<< More pale, or bright from Day Divize, to break 
| © The Dark of Matter erganiz'd (the Ware 
_* Of all created Spirit) 3 3 Beams, that riſe 


*«« And by the Mandate of whoſe aweful Nod, - 


ON I EE EEE 


%, 


Night G, 


« Fach over other in fuperior Light, 


«« 'Till the. laſt ripens into Luſtre ſtrong, 


«« Of next Approach to Gopytanr. Father fons 


«« Far fonder than e'er borg that Name on Earth) 


«« Of intelle&ual Beings! Beings bleft 
«« With Pow'rs to pleaſe Taz ; not of paſſive Ply 
« To Laws they know not; Beings lodg'd in Seats 


.«« Of well-adapted Joys, in diff'rent Domes 
«© Of this Imperial Palace for thy Sons ; 


«© Of this proud, populous, well-policy'd, 

« 'Tho?. boundleſs Habitation, plann'd by Taez; 
«© Whoſe ſeveral Clans their ſeveral Climates ſuit z 
&« And Tranſpoſition, doubtleſs, would deſtroy. 


_ «©*Or, Oh! indulge, Immortal Kine ! indulge 
« A Title, leſs auguſt indeed, but more 


& Endearing ; ah ! how ſweet in human Ears! 
«« Sweet in our Ears, and 'Triumph in our Hearts! 
«& Father of Immortality to Man! 


« A Theme that * lately fet my Soul « on Fire. — 


« And Trov theNexrT ! yet Equal! Trov, by whom 
&« 'That Blefling was convey'd ; far more ! was Bought ; 
«« Ineffable the Price! By whom all Worlds 
« Were made ; and One, redeem'd ! Illuftrious Light 
« From Light Illuftrious > Tov, whoſe Regal Power, 
« Finite in Time, but Infinite in Space, _ 


«© On more than adamantine Baſis fix'd, 


««. O'er more, far more, than Diadems, nd Thrones, 
« Inviolably reigns; the Dread of Gods! 
« And Oh! the Friend of Man ! Beneath whoſe Faot, 


c All Regions, Revolutions, Fortunes, Fates, 
”"'< Nights the Six/h and Seventh, | 
| « Of 
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« Of High, of Low, of Mind, and Matter, roll | 

« 'Thro? the ſhort Chanels of expiring Time, 

« Or ſhoreleſs Ocean of Eternity, 

« Calm, or Tempeſtuous (as Thy Spirit breathes), 
«« In abſolute Subje&ion !—And, O'TrHov 

«« The glorious TurzD ! Diftind, not Separate ! 

« Beaming from Both / with Both Incorporate! 

« And (ftrange to tell !) incorporate with Duſt ! 

« By Condeſcenſion, as Thy Glory, great, 
* Enfhrin'd in Man ! Of human Hearts, if Pure, | 

« Divine Inhabitant ! The Tie Divine 

« Of Heav/n with diſtant Earth } by whom, T tuff, 
« (If not infpir'd) uncenſur'd this. Addreſs 

« ToTurr,toTnrm—ToWhom?—MyſteriousPowerl | 
«« Reveal'd—yet unreveal'd! Darkneſs in Lightz 
«« Number in Unity ! Our Joy! Our-Dread! | | 
«© The Triple Bolt that lays all Wrong in Ruin! - 

«« That animates all Right, the Triple Son 1: 

«« Sun of the Soul! her never-ſetting Sun \Þ 

«« Triune, Unutterable, Unconceiv'd; TYNE 

« Abſcending, yet Demonſtrable, Gz's ar Gov! 

«« Greater than Greateſt ! Better than the Beſt! 

i Kinder than Kindeft ! with ſoft Piry's Eye, 

« Or (ſtronger {till to ſpeak it) with Thine Oavn,. 

« From Thy bright Home, from that high Fi irmament, 
«© Where Trov, 'from all Eternity, haſt dwelt ; 

«+ Beyond Archangels unaflifted Ken ; + 

«© From far above what Mortals Higheſt call; 

&« From Elevation's Pinacle ; Look down, 

«© Through—What? Confounding Interval ! Thro? All, 
«© And more, than lab*ring Favcy can conceive ; 
« 'Thre' radiant Ranks of Eſſences unknown ; 
« 'Thro? Hierarchies from Hierarchies detach'd 
« Round various Barners of OmxiroTence,. 


bog With mas Change of rapturous Duties fir'd; 
O 3 be Thro® | 
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Far LOVE Almighty ! Love Almighty ! (Sing, 
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Thro' wond*rous Beings interpoſing Swarms, 
All cluſt ring at the Call, to dwell in Txyzx ; 


Thro' this wide Waſte of Worlds ; this / ita val, 
All ſanded o'er with Suns ; Suns turn'd to Night 


' Before T; hy feeble Beam—Look down—down—down, 
«© On a poor breathing Particie im Duſt, 


Or, lower,—an {mmortal in his Crimes. | 
His Crimes forgive ! Forgive his Virtues, too! 


Thoſe ſmaller Faults, Half-Converts to the Right. 


Nor let me cloſe 'Theſe Eyes, which never more 
May ſee the Sun (tho? Night's deſcending Scale 
Now weighs up Morn), Unpity'd, and Unbleſt 1 


In Thy Diſpleaſure dwells eternal Pain ; | 
'« Pain, our Averſion 3 Pain, which ſtrikes me now ; 


And, fince all Pain 1s terrible to-Man, 

Tho” tranſient, Terrible ; at Thy good Hour, 
Gently, ah gently, lay me in my Bed, 

My Clay-cold Bed ! by Nature, now, ſo near ;. 
By Nature, near ; fill nearer by Diſeaſe! _ 


Tall then, } be This, an Emblem of my Grave : 


«6 


Let it, out-preach the Preacher ; Ev'ry Night 
Let. out-cry. the Boy at Purtiy's Ear; 


That 'T "on gue of Death! 'That Herald of the Tomb 
Ang when (the Shelter of thy Wing implor'd) 


« My Scxes, ſooth'd, ſhall fink in ſoſt Repoſe ; 


| nolac 
44 


O fiak zbis Truth till deeper j 1n my Soul, 


Suggeſted by my Pillow, fign'd by Fate, 


Firft, In Fate's Volume, at the Fage of Man— 
Man's fichly Senl, tho turn'd and toſs'd for ever, 
From: Side to Side, can ret en nought but Tar : | 
Here, in full Truſt; Hereafter, in full Toy ; 

On Thez, the promis'd, ſure, eternal Down 
Of Sparits, . toiPd in Travel thro? this Vale. 

Nor of that Pillow ſhall zzy Soul deſpond ; 


« Exult, 
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c6 Exult, Creation !) Love Almighty, reigns! 
«« 'That Death of Dearzh / That Cordial of Oper. / 
« And loud ETexx1TtyY's triumphant Song! ' | 

« Of Whom, nomore: —For, OThouPaTroN- Gon! 
« 'Thou Ged, and Mortal ! Thence mere Gov to Man! | 
'« Man's 'Theme eternal ! Man's eternal Theme ! 
« Trov can'ſt not *ſcape uninjur'd from our Proife. 
« Uninjur'd from our Praiſe can He eſcape,” 
«© Who, difemboſom'd from the FaTanrR, bows 
« 'The Heav*n of Heav'ns, to kifs the diſtant Earth! 
«« Breathes out in Agonies a ſinleſs Soul! 
« Aoainſt the Crof5, Death's Iron Sceptre breaks |! 
4 From famiſh'd Ruin plucks her human Prey ! 
« Throws, wide the Gates"Celeftial to his Foe: ! 
« Their Gratitude, for ſuch a boundleſs Debt, 
«© Deputes their Suf*ring Brothers to receive! 
« And, if deep human Guilt in Payment fails ; 
«© As deeper Guilt prohibits our De/parr ! 
« Injoins it, as our Duty, to Rejoice / 
& And (to cloſe all) omnipotently kind, | 
6 * Takes his Delights among the Sons of Men.'”  [Heav'n® 
What Words are Theſe !—And did they come from- 
And were they ſpoke to Man? To guilty Man ? 
_ What are all Myſteries to Love like This? —- 
The Song of Angels, all the Meledies 
Of Choral Gods, are wafted in the Sound ; 
Heal and exhilarate the broker Heart, 
Tho? plung'd; before, in Horrors' dark as Night» 
Rich Prelibation of conſummate Joy ! | 
Nor wait we Diſſolution to be bleſt. 

This final Effort of the moral Muſe, 
How juſtly + Titled! Nor for me-alone-; 
For all that read ; 'what Spirit of vupkbee, © ALY Bok 
What Heights of Cox80LaT1on, crown my Song E 
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Then, farewel NIGHT ! Of Darkneſs, now, no more : 

Joy breaks ; ſhines ; triumphs ; *tis eternal Day. | 

| Shall that which riſes out of Nought complain * 

Of a few Evils, paid with endleſs Joys ? 

My Soul ! henceforth, in ſweeteſt Union join 

The Two Supports of human Happineſs, 

Which ſome, erroneous, think can never meet ; 

True T afte of Life, and conſtant Thought of Death ; 

The Thought of Death, ſole ViRor of its Dread ! 

Hope be thy Foy ; and Probity thy Skill ; 

Thy Patron He, whoſe Diadem has dropp'd 

Yon Gems of Heayv'n ; Eternity, thy Prize : 

And leave-the Racers of the Yorld their Own, 

Their Feather, and their Froth; for endleſs Foils : 

"They part with All for-That which is not Bread ; 

They mortify, they ſtarve, on Wealth, Fafne, Power y 

| And laugh to Scort the Fools that aim at more, 

How muſt a Spirit, late eſcap'd from Earth, 

_ Suppoſe PniLandrr's, Lucia's; of Narcr93 4's, 

'The Truth of Things new-blazing in its' Eye," 

J,ook back, aftoniſh'd, on the Ways of Men, _ 

Whoſe Lives whole Drift is to forget their Graves! 

And when our pre/ent Privilege is paſt, | 

To ſcourge us with due Senſe of its 4bu/e, 

The /ame Aſtoniſhment will ſeize us All, _.. 

What then muſt pain us, would: preſerve us now. | 

 Lonenaz6 } *tis not yet too late: Lonsngo! 

Seize Wiſdom, ere *tis Torment tobe Wiſe ; 

That is,. Seize V:/dom, ere ſhe ſeizes Thee. 

For, what, my ſmall Philoſopher }. is Hell? 

?Tis nothing, but full Knowledge of tz Truth, 

When Truth, refiſted long, is ſworn our Foe ; 

And calls ETenniry to do her Right. 
Thus, Darkne/s aiding IntelleQual Light, | 

And Sacred Silence whiſp” P rg” Truths Divine, 


And 
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And Truths Divine converting Pain to Peace,.. 

My Song the Midnight Raven has outwing'd, 

And ſhot, ambitious of unbounded Scenes, 

Beyond the flaming Limits of the World, 

Her gloomy Flight. But what avails the Flight 

Of Fancy, when our Hearts remain below ? 

Virtue abounds in Flatterers, and Foes ; 

'Tis Pride, to praiſe her; Penance, 'to perform. 

To more than. Words,. to more than Worth of Tongues 

Lorenzo! riſe, at this auſpicious Hour ; 

An Hour, when Heav'n's moſt intimate: with Man 

When, like a falling Star, the Ray Divine 

Glides ſwiſt into the Boſom of the Fuft ; 

And Juft are All, determin'd to reclaim ;. 4 

Which ſets that Title high, within thy Reach. Ni 
| Awake, then :. Thy Ph1Lanpes calls: Awake! | 

Thou, who ſhalt wake, when the Creation ſleeps 3 | | 

When, like a Taper,. all theſe Suns expire ; | We | 

When Timex, like Him of Gaza in his. Wrath, | 

Plucking the Pillars that ſupport the World, 

In NaTuRe's ample Ruins lies mtomb'd ; 

And Mipnicar,. Univer/al Midnight !. reigns... 


END of zhe Night-Thoughts. re” 
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F* AHRICE Happy 943 long liv'd in-Regal State, |} 
A Nor ſaw the Sumptuous Eaſt a Prince ſo Great ;. ' | | 
Whoſe Worldly Stores in ſuch Abundarce flow'd,, . = [] 
Whoſe Heart with ſuch exalted Virtue glow'd. + 
At length Misfortunes take their- Turn to reign, Ei 
And His on Ills facceed ; A dreadful Train ! | 
What Now but Deaths, and Poverty, and Wrong,. 
'The Sword wide-waſting, . the reproachful Tongue, _ 
And ſpotted Plagues,. that mark'd his Limbs all o'er 
So thick with Pains, they wanted Room for more ?. * 
A Change ſo ſad what: Mortal Heart could bear ? 
Exhauſted Woe had left: him nought to fear; _ | 
But gave Him All to Grief. Low Earth he preft,. %. 
 Wept in the Duſt, and ſorely ſmote his Breaſt. i 
His Friends around the deep AMiCtion mourn'd, . '\,,” | 
| Felt all his Pangs, and Groan for Groan return'd ;.," 
In Anguiſh of their: Hearts their Mantles rent,  ' ,” 
And Sev*n long Days in ſolemn Silence ſpentz _\ 
A, Debt of Rev'rence to Diſtreſs ſo great ! s 
Then 7eb, contain'd no. more ;. but curs'd his Fate; "BD: 
Q 6 ; His 


wb 
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His Day of Birth, its inauſpicious Light, | 
He wiſhes funk in Shades of endleſs Night, 
And blotted from the Year ; nor fears to crave 
- Death, inſtant Death ; impatient for the Grave, 
That Seat of Peace, that Manſion of Repoſe, 
Where Reft and Mortals are no Ionger Foes; 
- Where Counſellors are Huſh'd, and Mighty Kings 
(© happy Turn!) no more are Wretched Things. 
| His Words were daring, and diſpleas'd his F riends ; 
His Condu& They reprove, and He defends ; | 
And now 'They kindled into warm Debate, 
And Sentiments oppos'd with equal Heat F 
Fixt in Opinion, Both refuſe to yield, 
And ſummon all their Reaſon to the F jeld : 
So high at length their Arguments were wrought, 
They reach'd the laſt Extent of Human Thought : 
A Pauſe enſt'd.— When, lo! Heav'n interpos'd, 
| And awefully the long 'Contention clos'd. 
Full o'er their Heads, with terrible Surprize, 
A ſudden Whirlwind blacken'd all the Skies : | 
(They Saw, and Trembled |!) From the Darkneſs broke 
| A ereadful Voice, and thus th” Almighty ſpoke. 
Who gives his Tongue a Looſe ſo bold and vain, 
Cenſures my ConduR, and reproves my Reipn F- 
_ Lifts up kis Thought againft me from the Duſt, 
And tells'the Worl&'s Creator what is Juſt ? 
Of tate ſo brave, now lift a dauntleſs Eye, 
Face my. Demand, and give-it a Reply : 
Where didfſt Thou dwell at Nature's early Birth 
— Who hid Foundations for the ſpacious Earth ? 
Who on'its' Surface did'extend the Line, 
Jts Form-determine, "and its Bulk confine ? | 
Who fix*'d the Corner-Stone ? What Hand, dectare, | 
Hutig it on Nought, and faſten'd it in Air ; 
3 = When 
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When the wok 4 Morning Stars in Concert ſung, q 
When Heav'n's high Arch with loud Hoſanna's rung ; 
When ſhouting Sons of God the Triumph crown'd, 
And the wide Concave thunder'd with the Sound ?_ 
Earth's num'rous Kingdoms, haſt Thou view'd them all? 
' And can thy Span of Knowledge graſp the Ball? _ 
Who heav'd the Mountain, which ſublimely ſtands, 
And caſts its Shadow into diſtant Lands ? 
Who, ftretching, forth his Sceptre o'er the Deeps. 
Can that wild World in due SubjeAion keep? ? 
I broke the Globe, I ſcoop'd its hollow'd Side, 
And did a Baſon for the Floods provide ; : 
I chain them with my Word ; the boiling Sea, 
Work'd up in Tempeſts, hears my great Decree g_ 
« 'Thus far, thy floating Tide ſhall be convey'd ; 
«© And Here, O Main, be thy proud Billows Ray'd.'? 
Haſt Thou explor'd the Secrets of the Deep, | 
Where, ſhut from Uſe, unnumber'd Treaſures fleep ; 
Where, down a Thouſand Fathoms from the Day, 
Springs the great Fountain, Mother of the Sea.? 
Thoſe gloomy Paths did thy bold Foot cer tread, 
Whole Worlds of Waters rolling o'er thy Head ? _ 
| Hath the cleft Centre, open'd wide to Thee ? 
Death's inmoſt Chambers didſt Thou ever ſee ? 
FE'cr knock at his tremendous Gate, and wade 
To the black Portal thro' th' incumbent Shade ? 
Deep are thoſe Shades ; but: Shades till deeper hide. 
My Counſels from the Ken of human Pride. ; 
Where dwells the Light ? In what refulgent Dome ? 
And where has Darkne/5 made her diſmal Home ? 


Thou know'ſt, no doubt, fince thy large Heart is fraught 


With ripen'd Wiſdom thro long Ages. brought ; Bou* 
Since Natyre was call'd forth when Thou waſt by, 
And 1nto Being roſe beneath —_ Eye! 


Arg 


_ 
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Are Mifts beg rotten. ? Who their Father knew ? 
| F rom whom SES the pearly Drops of Dew ? | 
To bind the Stream by Night, what'Hand can boaſt, 
Or whiten Morning, with the hoary Froſt? 
Whoſe pow'rful Breath, from Northern Regions blown, 
Touches the Sea, and turns it into Stone ? 
A ſudden Defart ſpreads o'er Realms defac'd, 
And lays one Half of the Cteation waſte ? 
' Thou know'ft Me not ; Thy Blindneſs cannot fre. 
| How vaſt a Diſtance parts thy God from Thice. 
Canſt Thou in Y/hirtwinds mount. aloft? Canſt Thou, 
In Clouds and Darkneſs Wrap thy aweful Brow ? 
| And when. Day triumphs in meridian Light,. * 
Put forth thy Hand, and ſhade the World with Night ? 
Who. launch'd, the Clad; 1 in Air, and bid- them, roll 
Suſpended Seas aloft, from Pole to Pole ? 
Who can refreſh the burning ſandy Plain,, | 
And. quench the Summer with a. Waſte of Rain ? 
Who in rough Defarts, far from Human Toil, 
| Made Rocks bring forth,. and Deſolation ſmile ? 
There blooms the Roſe,, where human Face ne 'er ſhone,, 
And ſpreads its Beauties to the Sun alone, _ 
To check the Show'r, who lifts his hand on high, 
| And ſhuts the Sluices of th' exhauſted Sky 3 ; 
When Earth no longer mourns her gaping Veins,. 
Her naked Mountains, and, her ruſſet Plains : 
| But,, new in, Life, a, chearful Pr oſpect yields 
Of ſhining Rivers, and of verdant Fields; - 
When. Groves. and Foreſts laviſh all. their Blcom, . 
And Earth. and Heav'n, are fila with rich. Perfume ?: 
__ Haſt Thou, e'er ſcal'd my wintry Skies, and &en. 
| Of Hail and. Srows my Northern, Magazine ? 
Theſe the dread T reaſures of mine Anger are, 
my Fund of Vengeance for the Day of War, 


When: 


. a 
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When Clouds rain Death, and Storms,, at my Command, i 
Rage thro' the World, or waſte a. guilty Land, © || 
Who taught the rapid Winds to fly fo faft, | | by 
Or ſhakes the Centre with his Eaftern Blaſt? | 1 
Who from. the Skies can a whole Deluge pour? _ 
Who Rrikes thro' Nature with the ſolemn Roar 
Of dreadful Thunder, points it where to fall, i 
And in fierce Lightning wraps the flying Ball? _ [ 
Not he who trembles at the darted Fires, if 
Falls at the Sound, and in the Flaſh expires, | [i 
Who drew the Comet out to ſuch, a Size,. | | ' 
And pour'd his flaming Train o'er Half the Skies # J! 
Did Thy Reſentment hang him out ?. Does He | | i 
Glare on the Natiwons,. and Denounce, from 'Thee 2? - [i 
Who on low Earth-can moderate the Rein,, | 
'That guides the Szars along th ethereal Plain ?. z 
Appoint their Seaſons, and diredt their Courſe,, 1 
Their Luſtre brighten, and ſupply their Force #- : 
Canſt.'Thou the Skies Benevolence' reſtrain, _ 
And cauſe the Pleiades to ſhine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion ſparkles from his Sphere, 
'Thaw the cold Scaſon,. and unbind the Year? 
Bid. Mazzareth his deſtin'd Station know, 
And teach the bright Ardurus, where to glow ? 
| Mine is the Night, with all her Stars ; I pour 
Myriads, and Myriads I reſerve in Store. $9, 
Doſt Thou pronounce where Day-light ſhaH be hom; 
| And draw the Purple Curtain of the Morn ; 
Awake the Sun, and bid him come away, 
And glad Thy World with his Obſequious Ray 'M 
_ Haſt Thou, inthron'd in flaming Glory, driv'n _ 
_ Triumphant round the ſpacious Ring of Heav'n ? 
That Pomp of Light, what Hand fo far diſplay S, 
-. That Giftant Earth: lies baſking in \ the Blaze ? 


hat 
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E Who did the Soul with her rich Pow'rs inveff,. 
| And light up Reaſon in the Human Breaſt ? 
To ſhine,. with freſh Increaſe of Luſtre, Bright,. 
When Stars and Sun are ſet in endleſs Night ? 
To theſe my various Queſtions make Reply. 
_ 'Th' Almighty ſpoke ; and, ſpeaking, ſhook the Sky, 
What then, Chaldean Sire, was thy Surprize! 
Thus Thou, with trembling Heart, and down-caft Eyes ; 
«© Once and again, which I in Groans deplore, 
«« My Tongue has err'd ; but ſhall preſume no more... 
« My Voice is in eternal: Silence bound, 
« And all my Soul falls proſtrate to. the Ground.” 
He ceas'd : When, lo! again th' Almighty ſpoke ; 
The ſame dread Voice from the black Whirlwind broke.. 
_ Can that Arm meaſure with an Arm Divine ? | 
And canſt thou thunder with a Voice like Mine ? 
Or in the Hollow. of thy Hand contain | 
The Bulk of Waters, the wide-ſpreading Main, 
| When, mad with Tempeſts, all the Billows riſe. 
| In all their Rape, and daſh the diſtant Skies? 
Come forth,' in Beauty's Excellence array'd ;. 
And be the Grandeur of thy Pow'r difplay'd ;, 
.Put on Omnipotence, and frowning make 
'The ſpacious Round of the Creation ſhake ; 
' Diſpatch thy Vengeance, 'bid it overthrow 
Triumphant Vice, lay lofty Tyrants 200. - 
' And crumble them to Duſt. When This is done,, 
I grant thy Safety lodg'd in Thee alone ; 
. Of Thee 'Thou art, and. may'ſt undaunted fland 
Behind the Buckler. of thine own Right Hand. 
Fond Man! the Viſion'of a Moment made ! 
Dream of a Dream 1 and Shadow of a Shade ! - 
What Worlds haſt Thou produc'd, what Creatures fram'd, 


What Inſects cheriſh'd, that thy God is blam'd? 
E-:,17, _ Vie 
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When, pain'd with Hunger, the wild Raves $ Brood | i 
Calls upon God, importuriate for Food, 8 hl, 
Who hears their Cry, who grants their hoarſe Requeſt, | ' | 
And fills the Clamous of the craving Neſt ? . | 4s 
Who in the cruel Ofrich has ſubdu'd ; 2 [ | 
A Parent's Care, and fond Inquietude ?, } 
While far ſhe flies, her ſcatter'd Eggs are found, TTY 4 
Without an Owner, on the ſandy Ground; _ 1 
Caſt out on Fortune, they at Mercy lie, [VB 
And borrow Life from an indulgent Sky ; 
Adopted by the Sun, in Blaze of Day, 
They ripen under his prolific Ray. 
Unmindful ſhe, that ſome unhappy Tread 
| May cruſh her Young in their negleQed. Bed. 
What Time ſhe fcims along the Field with Speed, 
She ſcorns the Rider, and purſuing Steed.. 
How rich the Peacock / what bright Glories run 
_ From Plume to Plume,. and vary in the Sun! 
He proudly ſpreads them. to the: golden Ray, | 
.Gives all his Colours, and adorns the Day ; "03 
With conſcious State the ſpacious Round NN 
And ſlowly moves amid the waving Blaze. 
Who taught the Hawk to find, in Seaſons wiſe, 
Perpetual Summer, and a Change of Skies ? 
When Clouds deform the Year, ſhe mounts the Vile 
Shoots to the South, nor fears the Storm behind ; os 
The Sun returning, ſhe returns agen, 
Lives in his Beams, and leaves ill Days to Men. my 
Tho? firong the Hawk, tho' ptaQis'd well to fiye 
An Eagle drops her in a lower Sky ;. 
An Eagle, when, deſerting Human Sight, 
She ſeeks the Sun in her unweary'd Flight... 
Did thy Command her yellow Pinion lift 
90 gs 1 in Air, and ſeat her on the Clift, 
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Where far above thy, World ſhe dwells alone, 


| And proudly makes the Strength of Rocks her own 3 _ 
 Thence wide o'er Nature takes. her dread Survey, 


And with a Glance predeſtinates her Prey ? | 
She feaſts her Young with Blood, and, hov'ring o'er 
Th unſlaughter'd Hoſt, enjoys the promis'd Gore. 
Know'ft Thou how many Moons, by Me aflign'd, 
Roll o'er the Mountain Geat, and Foreſt Hind, ' 
While pregnant they a Mother's Load ſuſtain ? 
'Fhey bend in Anguifh, and caſt forth their Pain, 
Hale are their Young, from Human Frailties freed 
Walk unſuſtain'd, and unaſflifted feed ; 
They live at once ; forſake the Dam's warm Side ; 
'Take the wide World, with Nature for their Guide z 
Bound o'er the Lawn, or ſeek the diſtant Glade ; 


| And find a Home in each delightful Shade. 


Will the tall Reem, which knows no Lord but Me, 


Low at the Crib, and aſk an Alms of thee? 


Submit his unworn Shoulder to the Yoke, _ 
Break the ftiff Clod, and o'er thy Furrow ſmoak ; E:. 
Since great his Strength, TO truſt him, void of Care z 3 
Lay on his Neck: the Toil of all the Year; _ 
Bid him bring home the Seaſons to thy Doors, 
And caſt his Load among thy gather'd Stores, | 

Didfſt Thou from Service the Wila-4/7 diſcharge, 


And break his Bonds, and bid him live at large, 


'Thro* the wide Waſte, his ample Manſion, roamy 
And loſe himſelf in his Unbounded Home ? 
By Nature's Hand magnificently fed, | 


. His Meal is on the Range of Mountains ſ pread'z I 


As in pure Air aloft he bounds along, 
He ſees in diſtant Smoak the City Thirong ; | 
Conſcious of Freedom, ſtorns the 'ſmother'd Train, 
The threat ning Driver, and the ſervile Rein. 

| Survey 
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Survey- the warlike Hor/e /' didft Thou. inveſt Fi) 
With Thunder, his robuſt diſtended Cheſt 2 

No Senſe of Fear his dauntleſs Soul allays ; A 

'Tis dreadful to behold. his Noftrils blaze ; 

To paw the. Vale he proudly takes Delight, 

And triumphs in the Fulneſs of his Might ; | 
High-raig'd he ſnuffs the Battle from afar, =» 
And burns to plunge araid the raging Warz 
And mocks at Death, and throws his Foam around, 
And in a Storm of Fury ſhakes the Ground. 

How does his firm, his rifing Heart, advance 

Full on the brandiſh'd Sword, and ſhaken Lance . 
While his fix'd Eye-balls meet the dazling Shield, 
Gaze, and return the Lightning of the Field !. 

He finks the Senſe of Pain in gen”rous Pride, 

Nor feels the Shaft that trembles in his. Sidez 
But neighs to the ſhrill Trumpet's dreadful Blaſt 


Till Death ; and when he groans, he groans his laſt, 


But, ftercer ſtill, the Lordly Lion ſtalks, 
Grimly majeſtic in his lonely Walks ; 
Vihen round, he glares, all living Creatures flyz. 
He clears the Defart with his rolling Eye. 
Say, Mortal; does he rouſe at thy Command, 
And roar.ta Thee, and live upon thy Hand ? 
Doſt thou for him in Foreſts bend thy Bow. 
And to his gloomy Den the Morſel throw, _ 
Where bent on Death lie hid his tawny Brood, 
And, couch'd in dreadful Arabuſh, pant for Blood ;; 
Or, ſtretch'd on broken Limbs, conſume the-Day,. 
In Darkneſs wrapt, and Qumber o'cr their Prey ? 
By the pale Moon they take their deſtin'd Round, 
And laſh their Sides, and furious tear the Ground..- 
Now Shrieks, and dying Groans, the Defart fill ; 
They rage, they rend, their rav'nous Jaws diſtil. 


With 
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With crimſon Foam ; and, when the Banquet's o'er, | 
They ftride away, and paint their Steps with Gore ; 
In Flight alone the Shepherd puts his Truſt, 


And ſhudders at the Talon in the Duft. 


_ Mild 1s my Behemoth, tho? large his Frame ; 
Smooth is his 'T emper, and repreſt his F lime, 
While unprovok'd. This Native of the Flood 
Lifts his broad Foot, and puts aſhore for F ood ; 
Earth finks beneath him, as he moves along | 
To ſeek the Herbs, and mingle with the Throng. 
See, with what Strength his harden'd Loins are ound, 
All over Proof, and ſhut againſt a Wound, 
How like a Mountain Cedar moves his Tail | 
Nor can his complicated. Sinews fail. | 
Built high and wide, his ſoKd Bones ſurpaſs 
The Bars of Steel ; his Ribs ave Ribs of Braſs z 
_ His Port majeſtic, and his armed Jaw, 
| Give the wide Foreſt,, and the Mountain, Law. 
The Mountains feed him ; there the Beaſts admire 
The mighty Stranger, and} in Dread retize: 
At Iength his Greatneſs nearer they ſurvey, 
Graze in his Shadow, and his Eye obey. 
The Fens and Marſhes are his cool Retreat, 
His Noontide Shelter from the burning Heat ; 
Their ſedgy. Boſoms his wide Conch are made, 
And Groves of Willows give him all their Shade. 
His Eye drinks Fordan up, when, fir'd with Drought, 
He truſts. to turn its Current down his 'Throat ; 
In lefſen'd Waves it creeps along the Plain : 
He finks a River, and He thirfts again. 
Go to the Nik, and, from its fruitful Side, 
Caſt forth thy Line into the fwelling Tide : 
With ſlender Hair Leviathan command, 
And ftretch his Vaſtneſs on the loaded Strand. 


_ Will 
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will he become Thy Servant? Will he own 

Thy Lordly Nod, and tremble at Thy Frown ? 
Or with his Sport amuſe thy leiſure Day, | 
And, bound in Silk, with thy ſoft Maidens play ? 

Shall pompous Banquets ſwell with ſuch a Prize ? 

And the Bowl journey round his ample Size ? 

Or the debating Merchants ſhare the Prey, 

And various Limbs to various Marts convey ? 

' Thro? his firm Skull what Steel its Way can win > 
What forceful Engine can ſubdue his Skin? 

Fly far, and live; tempt not his matchleſs Mights | 
The Braveſt ſhrink to Cowards in his Sight ; 

The Raſheſt dare not rouſe him up : Who then 
Shall turn on Me, among the Sons of Men ? 

Am I a Debtor ? Haſt thou ever heard 

Whence come the Gifts which are on Me conferr'd ?. 
My laviſh Fruit a thouſand Valleys fills, | 
And Mine the Herds, that graze a thouſand Hills : 2-4 
Earth, Sea, and Air, All Nature is my own : 
And Stars and Sun are Duſt beneath my Throne. 
And dar'ſt Thou with the World's great Father vye, 
'Thou, who doſt tremble at my Creature's Eye ? 

At full my*large Leviathan ſhall riſe, 


Boaſt all his Strength, and ſpread his wond'rous Size. 


Who, great in Arms, e'er ſtripp'd his ſhining Mail, 
Or crown'd his Triumph with a ſingle Scale ? 
Whoſe Heart ſuſtains him to draw near ? Behold, 

| DeftruRion yawns ; his ſpacious Jaws unfold, 

And, marſhalPd round the wide Expanſe, diſcloſe 


Teeth edg'd with Death, and crouding Rows on Rows : 6 


What hideous Fangs on either Side ariſe ! 

And what a deep Abyſs between them lies! _ 
Mete with thy Lance, and with thy Plumbet ſound, 

The One how long, the Other how profound. 


His 
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His Bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious Soul, | 
| That Clouds of Smoke from his ſpread Noftrils roll, 
As from a Furnace ;z and, when rous'd his Ire, 
Fate iſflues from his Jaws 3n Streams of Fire. 
The Rage of Tempeits, and the Roar of Seas, 

"Thy Terror, this thy great Superior pleaſe ; 
Strength on his ample Shoulder fits in State ; 
His well-join'd Limbs are dreadfully complete ; 
_ His Flakes of ſolid Fleſh are flow to part; _ 
As Steel his Nerves, as Adamant his Heart. 
When, .late-awak'd, He rears him from the Floods, 

. And, frretching forth his Stature to the Clouds, 
Writhes .in the Sun aloft his ſcaly Height,  _ 
And ftrikes the diſtant Hills with tranſient Light, 
Far round are fatal Damps of Terror ſpread, 
The Mighty fear, nor bluſh to own their Dread. 

Large is his Front ; and, when his burniſh'd Eyes 

Lift their broad Lids, the Morning ſeems: to riſe. 

In yain may Death in various Shapes invade, 
The ſwift-wing'd Arrow, the deſcending Blade ; 
His naked Breaſt their Impotence dzfies ; | 
The Dart rebounds, the brittle Fauchion flies. 
_ Shut in HimſeH, the War without he hears, 
Safe in the 'Tempeſt' of their rattling Spears; | 
The cumber'd Strand-their waſted Vollies ſtrow ; 
His Sport, the Rage and Labour of the Foe. 
_ His Paſtimes like a Caldron boil the F lood, 
And blacken Ocean with the Rifing Mud ; | 
The Billows feel kim, as he works his Way $:; 
- His hoary F ooteps ſhine along the Sea; _ 
| The Foam high-wrought, with White, divides the Green , 
And diſtant Sailors point where Death has been. Wy; 

His Like Earth bears not on her ſpacious Face : 

| Alone 1 in Nature ſtands his dauntleſs Race, 


For 


ly 


«© But oh! Thy Ways are wonderful, and lie 


Part of the Book of Jos, 31T, 
For utter Ignorance of Fear renown'd, | 


In Wrath he rolls his baleful Eye around : 
Makes ev'ry ſwoln,” diſdainful Heart, ſubſide, 


And holds Dominion o'er the Sons of Pride, 


Then the Chaldzar eas'd his lab'ring Breaft, 


With full Convition of his Crime oppreſt, 


«© Thou canft accompliſh All Things, Lord of Might! 
« And ev'ry Thought is naked to thy Sight, 
«© Beyond the deepeſt Reach of mortal Eye, 
«« Oft have I heard of thine Almighty Pow'r ; 


« But never ſaw Thee till this dreadful Hour. 


<* O'erwhelm'd with Shame, the Lord of Life I ſee ; 
« Abhor myſelf, and give my Soul to Thee. 

«© Nor ſhall my Weakneſs tempt Thine Anger more: 
<< Man was not made to Queſtion, but Adore.” 
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NOTES. 


T” Is Aifputed among the Critics whe was the Author 
of the Book of Feb. Some give it to Mo/es ; ſome to 
Others. As I was cn gag'd in this little Performance, ſome 
Arguments occurr'd to me, which favour the former of 
theſe Opinions ; which Arguments I have flung into the 
RlwTag Notes, where little elſe is to be expetted. 


Page 299. Thrice Happy Job, &c. ] The Almighty $ 
Speech, Chap. xxxvii. Tc. which 1s what I paraphraſe 
in this little Work, is by much the fineſt Part of the 
nobleſt, and moſt antient Poem in the World. | Biſhop: 
Patrick ſays, its "Grandeur is as much above all other 
Poetry, as Thunder 1s louder than a Whiſper. In order 
to ſet this diftinguiih'd Part of the Poem in a fuller Light, 
and give the Reader a clearer Conception of it, I have 
abridg'd the preceding and ſubſequent Parts of the Poem, 
and join'd them to it ; ſo that this Piece is a Sort of an 
Epitome of the whole Book of Jeb. . | 

1 uſe the Word Paraphra/e, becauſe I want another 
which might better anſwer to the uncommon Liberties 1 
have taken. I have omitted, added, and tranſpos'd. The 
Mountain, the Comet, the Sun, and other Parts, are intirely 
added : The Peacecck, the Lion, &c. are much inlarg'd:: 
And I have thrown the Whole into- a Method more ſuit- 
able to "our: Notions of Regpularity. "The Judicious, if - 

£492 P | they 


{\ 
: - 
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they compare this Piece with the Original, will, I Aatter 
myſelf, find the Reaſons for the great Liberties I have 
indulg'd myſelf in through the Whole. 

Longtnid has a Chapter on Interrogations, which ſhews 
that they contribute much to the Sublime. This Speech 


of the Almighty 1s made up of them. Interrogation ſeems 


indeed the proper Style of Majeſty incens'd. It differs 
from other manner of Reproof; as bidding a Perſon exe- 
cute himſelf, does from a common Execution ; for he 


that aſks, the Guilty a proper- Queſtion, makes ms in 
eftcct, paſs Sentence ON himſelf. 


Page 300. From > os Darkneſs broke 
A dreadful Voice, and thus th* Almighty ſpoke.] 


'The Book of Jeb is well known to be Dramatic, and, like 
the Tragedies of old Greece, 1s Fiction built on T ruth. 
Probably this moſt noble Part of it, the Almighty ſpeak- 


ing out of the Whirlwind (fo ſuitable to the After-praQice 


of the Greet Stage, when there happened Dignus Vindice 
Nedus), 1s fictitious; but it 15 a Fiction more agreeable to 
the Time in which 7od lived, than to any fince; Fre- 
quent, before the Law, were the Appearances of the Al- 


mighty after this manner, Exodus ch. xix. Ezekiel ch. i. 


&c. Hence 1s He ſaid to dwell in thick Irene: Ang 
have his ks in m W ton | | 


= Fido LE. T hus far thy Soaring Tide, &c. , There 13a 
very great Air in all that precedes ; but this 1s ſignally 
Sublime: We are ſtruck with Admiration to fee the vaſt 


and ungovernable Ocean receiving Commands, and punc- 
| tually obeying them; to find it like a manag'd Horſe, 
raging, tofling, and foaming, but by the Rule-and Di- 


reQion of its Maſter. This Paflage yields in Sublimity 


to that of Let there be Light, &c, ſo.much only, as the 


7 abſolute 
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abſolute Government of Nature yields to the Creation: E: 


_ of it. 


The like Spirit in theſe two Paſlages | is no bad concur- 
rent Argument, that Mo/es is Author of the Book of Fob. 


| Page 305. When, pain'd with Hunger, the wild Rawven's 

Brood, &c.] Another Argument that Mo/es was the Au- 

thor, is, that moſt 'of the Creatures here mention'd are* 
Egyptian. The Reaſon given why the Raven is particu- 
larly mention'd as an Object of the Care of Providence,, 
is, becauſe, by her clamorous and importunate Voice, ſhe 
particularly ſeems always calling upon it; thence vopag7w 

& xipaZ, is to aſk earneſtly, lian. T. ii..c. 48. And 
ſince there were Ravens on the Banks of the Ni/e more 

clamorous than the reſt of that Species, Thoſe probably 

are meant in\this Place. 


Ibid Who in the cruel Oftrich has. fubdu'd, '&c,] 
There are many Inſtances of this Bird's Stapldity' ; let two 
ſuffice,  — 

Firſt, Tt covers its Head 3 1n the Reeds, and thinks it- 
ſelf all-out of __ | 
— Juming dxf 


 Ridendum gin caput ; creditque latere, . 
Due non iþ/a videt—— Claud. 


Secondly, They that go in Purſuit of them, draw the: 
Skin of an Oftrich's Neck on one Hand, which Proves a 
ſufficient Lure to take them with the other. _ 

| They have fo little Brain, that ths had fix 


hundred Heads for his Supper. 


. Here we. may. obſerve, that our Judicious:: as _ as 
Sublime Author, juſt touches the great. Points of 
DiſtinRion in. each. Creature, and then haſtens to ano- 


os A_ Deſcription 4s exatt. when you. cannot add, 


F-8- but: 
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but what is common to another Thing ; nor <vitharaw, 
but ſomething peculiarly belonging , to the Thing 


deſcrib'd. A Likeneſs is loſt in too much NL Lena 
as a Meaning GO. in. too na Iltuſtration. 


. bo OY 3094: FFhat Time ſhe ſhims along the Field, &c. ] 
Here 'is marked” another Pecaliar Quality of this Crea- 
ture,. which neither flies, nor runs diſtinatly, but has a 
Motion .compos'd of: both, and, TOY is Wiigs a as ow, 

makes great Speed. 

LVaſfta welut "0 wenantum wocibus ales | 

. Cum premitur, calidas curſu tranſ/mittit arenas, 
 Ingue. modum -wveli' ſinuatis Jens Peninis COOLER 

4) TENEY I _ Claud, in Eutr. 


"Ibid. She how the Rider, and J pu fling Steed. ] Xeno- 
ton ſays,” Cyrus had Horſes that could overtake the Goat, 
__ and theWild-aſs; 5 but none that could reach this Creature. 
A'thouſand golden Ducats, or a huridred Camels, was the 
my dog: of i a Horſe that could equal their Speed. 


Ibid. RI rich A Peacach, &c. ] Though this Bird is 
but juft mention'd in my Author, I could not forbear go- 
ing a little farther, and ſpreading thoſe beautiful Plumes 
| (which are There ſhut up) into half a dozen Lines. The 
Circunifance I have' marked of his opening his Plumes 
to the Sun is true: © Expandit colores adverſa maxime ſole, 
| bs fic JR envperagd land L. X. C20. _ 


Ibid. T ho? rang tbe Hawk, "a Sue d well to FY ] 
Thuanus (de Re Accipc) mentions a Hawk that flew _ 
| Paris.to Londoniin a Night. © 
- And the Eg yprians,-in regard'to: its $wiſtneſs; naide't 
| Hive = ew For the kt > for which ons we may 

| ſuppoſe 
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fuppoſe the Hawk, as well as the Crow above, to have 
been a Bird of Note in Fg yp. 


"I 306. T, hence wh o'er "JE takes her dread Sur- 
wey, &c.] The Eagle is faid to be of fo acute a Sight, 


| that when ſhe is ſo high in Air, that Man cannot ſee her, 
| ſhe can diſcern the ſmalleſt Fiſh under Water. My Au- 
thor accurately underſtood the Nature of the Creatures . 
he deſcribes, and ſeems to have been a Naturalift as. 


well : as a Tony which the next Note will confirm. 


| Thid. | Know'ft chon how many Nloanr, by Me affign'd, 
&c.] The Meaning of this Queſtion is, Know'ft thon the 


Time and Circumſtances of their bringing forth? for to 
know the Time only was eaſy, and had nothing extra-_ 
ordinary in it; but the Circumftances had ſomething 
peculiarly expreflive of God's Providence, which makes 
the Queſtion proper in this Place. Py obſerves, 


that the Hind with Young is by Inſtin& direQed to a 


certain Herb called Se/e/is, which facilitates the Birth. 


Thunder ' alfo (which looks like the more immediate 
Hand of Providence) has the ſame EfeR, P/: XXIX, 


| nfo early an Age to obſerve theſe gy may tie our 
Author a Naturaliſt. 


*"plub 307. Tibdo) the Warlike Horſe, &c.] The De- 


fcription of the Horſe is the moſt celebrated of any in_ 
the Poem. 'There is an excellent Critique on it in the 
Guardians, 1 ſhall therefore only obſerve, that, in this 


Deſcription, as in other Parts of this Speech, our Yul- 
gar Tranſlation has much more Spirit than the Septua- 
gint ; it always takes the Original in the moſt poetical 
and exalted Senſe, fo that moſt Commientators, * 'even on 
the Hebrew itfelf,. fall beneath it oo 


Page 
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Pape 307. By the pale Mcen they take their deflin'd 
Round, &c.)] Purſuing their Prey by Night 1s true of moſt 
wild Beaſts, particularly the Lion, Pf; civ. v. 20, The 
Arabians have One among their 500 Names for the 
{00 which gy or 7 the Tiveer Ku wp rey We 


"Sg 308: He fraks a Rover; atid he thirſt again, &e. ] 
C ephift glaciale caput, quo  Juetus anhelam 
F erre FL tim Python, aninempue avertere ponto. 
| | Stat. Theb. v. 349. 
Na ſpiris tegeret monter, cen ret hiatu 
Flumina, &c. ©  Claud. Prof. in Ruf. | 
Let not then this Hyretbole ſeem too much for an 
Eaftzrn Poet, tho' ſome Commentaters of Name ftrain 


' hard in this Flace for a.new Conſtrudtion, —_—_ Four; 
of it, | | 


Thid. Go to. the Nile, and from its fruitful Side, &c.], 
The taking the Crocodile is moſt difficult. Dzodorus 
ſays, they are not to be taken but by Iron Nets. When 
Auguſtus conquered Egypr, he firuck a Medal, the Im- 
preſs of, which was a Crocodile chained to a Paln-Tree, 
with this ATI | Nemo antea religavit.. 


{5 Page 305% The Raſbef Jare not rouſe bim-up, &c.] This 
alludes to a Cuſtom of. this Creature, which is, when 
fated with-Fiſh, -to come pt and. hep among the 
Reeds. Nt A £6 


bid. $ -' $4142. aortecons; Rabel -.. 
Deſtruftion yawns, his. ſpacious Faws anfold, &c] /The 
Crocadile's. Moath-is exceeding wide. When he gapes, 
ſays Pliny, | Fit totum Os. Mertial ſays to: his old. Wo- 
man, 


} Cane 


'O- 


N. QT: B- S. 
Cam comparata riftibus tuis ora 


Niliacus habet crocodilus arguſta. 
| $0 that the Expreſſion here 1s bare] y juſt. 


Page 310. Fate ifues from his Faw in Streams of Fire.] 
This too 1s nearer Truth than at firlt View may be 1ma- 
gined, The Crocodile, ſay the Naturaliſts, lying long 


under Water, and being there forced to hold its Breath, 
when it emerges, the Breath long repreſt is hot, and 
burſts out ſo violently, that it reſembles Fire and Smoke. 


The Horſe ſuppreſſes not his Breath by any Means fo 


long, neither is he ſo fierce and animated ; yet the moſt | 


corre& of Poets ventures to ule the lame Metaphor con- 
cerning him. | 


 Collefumque premens wotvit ſub naribus ignem. 


By this and the foregoing Note I would caution againſt 
a falſe Opinion of the Eattern Boldneſs, from Paſſages 1 in 


them on ancerfiocd. 


Ibid. Large is bis Front ; and, when his burniſh'd Eyes, 


&C.] His Eyes are like the Eyelids of the Merning. 1 
think this gives us as great an Image of the 'Thing it 


would expreſs, as can enter the Thought of Man. It is 


not 1mprobable, that the Fg yp7ians ſtole their Hicrogly- 


- phic for the Morning, which is the Crocodile's Rye, from 


this Paſſage, though no Commentator I have ſeen men- 


tions it. It iseaſy to conceive how the Ze xprians ſhould 


be both Readers and Admirers of the Writings of My/es, 
whom I ſuppoſe the Author of this Poem. 


I have obſerved already, that three or four of the 


Creatures here deſcribed are £g yptiar ; the two laſt are 


_ notoriouſly ſo ; they are the River-horſe and the Croco- 


dile, thoſe celebrated Inhabitants of. the Nz/e; and on 
thoſe two it is that our Author chiefly dwells, It would 


- have 


9 pr "oo tony os Frogs ere Rot bog Eee my tes 


at 
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have been expetted from-an Author more remote from 
that River than Me/es, in a Catalogue of Creatures pro-' 
duced to magnify their Creator, to have dwelt on the 


Two largeſt Works of his Hand, wiz. the Elephant and 
the Whale : This is ſo natural an ExpeCation, that ſome 


Commentators have rendered Behemeth and © Leweathar, 7 
the Elephant and Whale, tho' the. Deſcriptions in our 
Author will not admit of it ; but Myſs being (as we 


may well ſuppoſe) under an 1mmediate "Terror of the 
Hippotamos and Crocodile from their daily Miſchicfs and 
Ravages aroupd him, 1t 1s very accountable why he 
| hould Pont them to take Place. 
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